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COP’S CARIBBEAN CAPTIVE 


When my dad’s best friend, a cop, comes to the 
Caribbean | wasn’t expecting he would take me captive. 


This older man already captivates me with a deep voice 
that’s more soothing than the sea, muscles like mountains, 
and a quiet confidence that comes from the judgment and 
experience that only an older man can possess. 


But when he tells me he’s possessing me, as in literally 
taking me captive, this younger woman is deciding 
whether | should escape now or let this possessive 
policeman possess me for the first time...and forever. 


And when my parent’s go missing and it looks like the bad 
guys are after me too, | realize the safest place is under my 
police officer protector’s watchful eye and in his arms. 


But can he solve the case and rescue my family, and if so 
will he be able to convince my dad that I’m the only woman 
he ever wanted a family with? 


Will my dad force him to jump ship, leaving me high and 
dry, or will we sail off into the sunset...his captive forever? 


*Cop’s Caribbean Captive is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Luka 


| shouldn’t have had those street tacos. 


My hand goes to my stomach and my eyes quickly survey 
the establishments along Cancun’s Hotel Zone. 


| see an open air place knowing that | can get relief before 
Montezuma can get his revenge and | quickly walk right in. 


Both the waitress and the bartender give me surly stares as 
they turn their heads exposing their necks to me which | 
know as a sign of trust as a Chicago Police Department cop. 


But the only turn I’m interested in now is the one I take 
straight down the steps and to the bathrooms. My Spanish 
is terrible but the sign on the door seems to say something 
about employees only, but I pull the handle anyways and it 
opens. 


A couple minutes later | flip on the cold water handle to 
wash my hands so I can get out of here, and the dang thing 
squeaks like someone’s dragging their fingernails over a 
chalkboard so | quickly shut it back off and try the other 
knob. 


But just before | hear the screeching sound again, but this 
time | swear | can hear a girl’s voice saying, “Help me! 
Please somebody help.” | put my ear to the wall and hear 
the same girl’s voice say, “Ayuda!” 


| don’t have to know Spanish to know there’s at least one 
girl in trouble on the other side of the wall and immediately 
my police training kicks in. 


Serve and protect knows no borders and is never off-duty as 
far as I’m concerned. 


| squat down low in case someone's waiting for me outside 
and get ready to dive for knees or slide outside right into a 
sweeping kick if | have to. | take a deep breath and flip off 
the bathroom light as | open the door. 


Nothing. 
| pretend to tie my shoe and then stand up. Still nothing. 


| exit the bathroom and look down the dark corridor. There’s 
a single light bulb at the end that resembles the nightlight | 
had as a kid years ago...when it was flickering on its last 
legs. 


| walk briskly and confidently towards the door realizing that 
that’s the reason | got this far in the first place. My brash 
entrance, which was fueled by tacos way more than 
testosterone, told the staff that | belonged and if I’m going 
to find out what the hell’s going on in here | need to keep up 
the ruse. 


| knock twice and the reinforced steel slab swings open. 
If a pit bull was six foot seven and weighed about four 
hundred pounds with seven percent body fat this is exactly 


what it would look like. 


“Who the fuck are you?” the guy says in perfect English. 


“Joe,” | say. No way I’m giving up my real name to this 
meathead. “Juan said it was cool.” 


“Juan, huh?” 
“Yeah . n" 


The guy looks me up and down. l'm six foot five myself and 
tip the scale at about two hundred and fifty with five percent 
body fat, according to the mandatory yearly physical | took a 
few months ago at the station on my thirty-fifth birthday. 


But this guy isn’t scared. I know the type. He thinks 
because he can bench press a Volkswagen bug that he can 
crush me. That’s the thing with those guys that shoot 
steroids. They’re long on testosterone and short on 
flexibility, stamina, agility, and just about everything you 
actually do need in a fight. 


“You go tell Juan Fuckin’ Valdez that we've got all the coffee 
we can handle, Joe Mama.” 


He goes to shut the door, but | slide my foot in. 


He cracks all the knuckles of his right hand in his left as he 
starts to stand up from his bar stool placed right at the door, 
but before he’s got that ass full of needle holes from a 
lifetime of having his lifting partners shoot him up with 
dianabol, deca durabolin, trenbolone, anadrol, clenbuterol, 
and who knows what else halfway off the seat I hit him with 
the best kind of punch known to man. 


The verbal kind. 


“Dona Lety,” | say and his eyes open wide as his body 
freezes. “That mama will send someone down here to bend 


you over their knee and paddle your ass just the way | know 
you like if you don’t roll the red carpet out for me starting 
right fucking now.” 


He locks eyes with mine and | hold my ground in the all- 
important moment of truth. 


“The bar is over to your left. The merchandise will be 
available in fifteen minutes,” he says. 


| walk right past him using a lifetime of training, including 
some years undercover, to play it off like everything | said is 
true. 


The best part about it is that Dona Lety has been locked up 
since last August and got indicted in April so to confirm what 
| just said is going to take some time. 


And I plan on being in and out of here with that girl, or more 
if that’s what | discover, well before then. 


| make my way over to the bar where a waitress with 
measurements that would make Marilyn Monroe jealous sets 
what appears to be a glass of tequila on the rocks on my 
table. 


“Enjoy...papi,” she says. 


| think about reaching into my pocket and pulling out a fifty 
to way overtip her thinking that’s probably the kind of thing 
that goes on in a place like this. 


Not that I’m totally sure what this is yet, but | have a damn 
good idea. And if I’m even remotely close the idea of giving 
any of these creatures more than a beat down would be 
considered money down the drain. 


| keep my eyes forward, but scan the room. There are none 
of those spring break kind of kids down here. Just men in 
custom suits each at his own table. 


“In case you see one you want,” she says as she sets down 
what looks like one of those oversized buzzers from Family 
Feud on my table. “More than me that is.” 


She gives me a wink and runs her finger along my shoulder 
as she slithers away. 


I’m definitely burning this shirt the minute | get out of here. 


| mentally count down the fifteen minutes and the 
“merchandise” becomes available for bidding right on time. 
| guess the whole “manana mentality” is out the when 
window when big dollars are changing hands. 


As the first girl comes onstage | watch. She appears to be 
functioning completely fine and is definitely over eighteen. 
I'd guess she’s mid-twenties or maybe even thirty. 


She’s incredibly fit and incredibly gorgeous. The bidding is 
fast and furious and a few minutes later she exits the stage 
offering her hand to a man and the moment he takes it she 
quickly whisks him away to the opposite side of the stage off 
somewhere into the dark. 


| can hear her heels and it sounds like they’re walking up a 
set of stairs. 


| quickly think back to a case | worked years ago in Chicago 
and remember that in Mexico prostitution is legal and 
regulated at the state level. | order a round of ice, which 


confuses the waitress, but we get it sorted anyways just 
before the next girl comes on stage. 


| start grinding the ice with my teeth, a surrogate for my 
aggravation and the rage that is boiling inside me. 


| want to stand up, toss this table, and then toss this entire 
place on its head. 


But that’s not going to do me any good. l'Il get arrested at a 
minimum and shot and killed, or worse, at a maximum. 


| despise this whole thing, but there’s nothing I can legally 
do. But the thing that bothers me the most is the sounds of 
that girl’s cries for help. 


Even through the wall | could tell they were of a younger girl 
than the first two girls I’ve seen on stage. 


And an hour later once the bidding is complete, and | doubt 
I’ve seen a woman under twenty-one, let alone eighteen 
which is the legal age for just about everything here, I’m left 
grasping for straws. 


“You didn’t like the girls, papi? Or were you saving your 
money for me?” the waitress says appearing out of nowhere. 


| look around the room realizing I’m the last “buyer” left. 

“I think | want to save you for a special occasion...maybe my 
birthday,” | say, tasting bile in my mouth at the words that 
I’m saying. But dammit, I’m not leaving here without finding 
out what’s really going on. 


“Oh really?” she says. “Me?” 


She bends on leg at the knee playfully bringing her five or 
six inch stiletto heel off the ground. 


| give her leg a long look and let my gaze linger on what I’m 
really interested in...her shoe. 


That heel should slide off easily so if | need a weapon if this 
all goes sideways | know where | can get one, or two, fast. 


“Yeah, and it’s coming up soon, but you know tonight I was 
looking for...well, see I’ve got my boat docked just over in 
the Marina Club. Just bought it. It’s new. Brand new. And | 
was thinking about how much | want to break in my brand 
new boat with some brand new merchandise.” 


I’m practically reciting word for word a guy | busted years 
ago at DuSable Harbor right on N Lake Shore Dr. 


“Boat, papi...or yacht?” 


“See yachts are like mansions. If you don’t own one you call 
ita mansion. If you do you just call it a house or a home.” 


She giggles in a way that wouldn’t be believable even if I’d 
just tipped back a whole bottle of Patrón. 


“So | call it a boat, but you can’t park in the Marina Club 
unless you've got a member...and unless you've got a 
yacht.” 


“You a member here? I’ve never seen you before?” 
“I’ve never seen you either, because I’ve been in Monaco for 


the last year working on my baccarat and over in Dubai 
before that skiing.” 


“There’s no snow in Dubai,” she laughs. 


“If you've got enough money you can make it rain in the 
club and outside too. And if you can make it rain, you can 
make it snow. Just Google Ski Dubai and you'll see the 
pictures. Maybe we'll go for my birthday.” 


“I’ve never seen snow before,” she says. 


“You show me the freshest merchandise and l'Il show you the 
freshest powder,” | say, realizing I’ve used skiing slang for 
snow that in this part of the world means cocaine. Damn, | 
can’t mess this up. 


“You promise?” 


“You show me what you’ve got hiding back there and we're 
gonna go away. | promise,” | say leaving out the part that 
the only place she’s going away to is the slammer once | see 
what I really hope | don’t. 


“We're closed, senor. Time to go home. You had your 
chance. Keep you hands off the help and try again 

tomorrow,” a man says appearing out of nowhere and 
definitely appearing to be the manager of this place. 


“I’m only in town for one night. My boat pulls out in the 
morning.” 


“Next time then. We’re closed.” 
“PIL make it worth your while,” | say. 


“If | had a dollar for every time | heard that before,” he says. 
“Let’s go.” He moves closer and just as | see he’s about to 


put his hand on me to guide me towards the door | go all in. 
“How about ten thousand dollars?” | say. 


He laughs. “Ten thousand dollars for a girl? We had the 
most beautiful Latin American girls, and even a couple 
Russians, for an hour and you could have had any of them 
for what...seven hundred tops. Most went for less than five.” 
| want to deck him right now for the way he thinks about 
women, assigning value to them only based on how much 
cash they generate for some seedy underground shit hole. 


| whip out my credit card just before he touches me. “Run it 
now if you don’t believe me. The money’s there.” 


He freezes, staring at me realizing I’m not just one of the 
regular “club members.” 


“You know I’ve never seen you around here before. Who 
sponsored you in?” Now he’s getting anxious and out of the 
corner of my eye | catch the waitress’s hand go behind her 
back as she’s reaching for something in her pants. 


“You don’t need a sponsor when you have La 40,” | say. 


The waitress’s hand slowly reappears and the man sizes me 
up just like the bouncer did. 


Dona Lety or La 40 still strikes fear in the eyes of the 
underworld of this part of Mexico, even from prison. Leticia 
Rodriguez Lara, also known by her two aliases, is a former 
Federal Police officer who recruited deserters from the Zetas 
and the Gulf Cartel, as well as ex-convicts and her former 
police colleagues for the purpose of taking over the drug 
trade in Cancun and neighboring cities. 


And was she ever successful. 


And once she locked down the drug trade she gota 
reputation in Cancun for shaking down local businesses 
Sopranos style, and everybody around here knows it. 


But what this apparent manager type fella doesn’t know is if 
I’m playing it straight or bluffing. 


“You don’t even know Spanish,” he says. 


“And neither do the buyers of the other merchandise you 
ship up to Chicago,” | say. “That’s my turf. And if you know 
anything about what’s going on up there you’d know the 
case that brought down El Chapo started with a case against 
the Traveling Vice Lords on the West Side of Chicago and 
then went all the way up.” 


He sizes me up some more still not sure what to think so | 
lay down my ace card. 


“And with El Chapo in the hole, and Dona there too, these 
days the Chicago market is opening up wider by the 
minute. Why do you think it had twice as many murders in 
2016 compared to the city with the second most? I can 
guaran-fucking-tee you it wasn’t the Girl Scouts deciding 
which troops get to sell thin mints on which blocks.” 


A long moment passes before he strokes his lower jaw and 
then his throat with his right hand as he grimaces. Another 
moment passes. His eyes appear cold and flat, almost dead. 


Finally he shakes his head and mutters, “Ay dios mio,” under 
his breath. 


Suddenly he turns and starts to walk away. 


| don’t move. 
“Are you coming or not?” 


| take a step forward and hear him mumble, “pinche guero,” 
under his breath. 


Now we're getting somewhere. 

And not more than fifteen seconds later we've arrived ata 
door with two metal drop bar security door lock brackets and 
a 2x4 piece of lumber sitting securely in those brackets 
completely barricading the door. 


He reaches for the 2x4, gets it in his hands and just before 
he lifts he stops. 


“Ten thousand for the club. Another thousand for me...for 
wasting my time and making me stay late.” 


| nod. 
“In cash.” 
“Of course,” | say. 


He looks me over one last time and then takes the 2x4, 
lifting it from the brackets and sitting it next to the door. 


He moves his face close to the door. “Go to the far corner 
and sit down or else you’re gonna get kicked,” he yells. 


| hear the sounds of feet sliding along the floor and | feel my 
fingers digging into my palm, my fist tightening so damn 
hard. 


He grabs the handle and opens the door slowly. 


| hear a small click sound and a light bulb overhead sputters 
a few times and finally comes to life. 


There’s one girl in the corner, her hand up to her face as if 
shielding her eyes from the light. 


How many days has she been here forced to live in the dark 
like a caged animal? 


What have they been doing to her? 


My mind floods with questions, but all I’m thinking about 
right now is the answer and there can be only one. 


Make these assholes pay as | get her out of here. 


Her hand moves away from her face and when | get a good 
look at her my body goes numb. 


She squints as her eyes try to adjust to the light. 


| feel my entire body shaking. No fucking way. No. 
Fucking. Way. 


“Luka?” she says. 


CHAPTER 2 


Lia 


My eyes try and adjust to the light as | take in the sight of 
the man who was sitting at my family dining room table just 
a few hours ago. 


Yes, itis him. I’m sure of it now. 


Pain shoots through my body and I want to cry, but I hold it 
back. All I’ve been thinking about since | was dumped in 
this room was getting out of here. The odds of that seemed 
improbable, but when I take in the sight of his face | know 
now it’s a sure thing. 


| watch as he grabs a board out of nowhere and brings it 
down on the man who opened the door, sending him to the 
floor where he continues to lash out with the thick wood 
until the man’s body stills. 


“Is there anyone else with you?” 

“No,” | Say. 

| hear a gunshot and Luka spins, ducks and then darts 
forward. | hear a scuffle, some grunts, and then the sound of 
bones breaking. 

A few seconds later he’s back in front of my door. He’s not 


even breathing hard and it seems there is no tension in his 
thoughts...only rage as he takes in the sight of me telling 


me | must look as bad as | feel without actually saying a 
word. 


“Please,” | plead. “Get me out of here.” 

“I got you,” he says as he enters the dank, moldy room, 
scooping me up in his arms and carefully putting me over 
his shoulder. 

“Are you Okay?” 

“Yes. | don’t even care. | just want out,” | say. 

“Hold on,” he says. “We're gonna get out of here fast.” 


| feel my body bouncing and realize he must be running. 


| have so many questions. Where am |? How did | get here? 
Where did Luka come from and how did he find me. 


We approach a door and suddenly | feel my body move as | 
hear another grunt. Luka steps up and over something and 
as he opens the door and we walk through | see it’s a huge 
man that he must have kicked or something. He’s out cold 
on the floor. 


| feel us going up stairs. 


There are voices. There’s music. People are yelling. Now 
they’re screaming. 


We're in a taxi and it’s racing away from wherever it was 
that we were. 


| see streetlights and Luka rolls down the window giving me 
my first breath of air since | was stuck in that hole. 


“Please don’t let them come back for me,” | say. 


“Never. You’re with me now. You’re mine. And they’re dead 
for what they did.” 


“Dead?” | say, curling up into a ball. 

He pulls me in close and | tuck my head into my hands but 
press as much of my body against his much bigger body as | 
can. 

“Not you. Them. Just rest, beautiful. No one will ever hurt 
you again. We’re going to get you out of here. You're safe 
now.” 

“I'm safe?” 


“Forever,” he says. 


And then my head starts spinning again just before my 
whole world goes dark. 


CHAPTER 3 


Luka 


A half mile down the road | have the cab pull over and | 
carry her out of the cab and down a side street where we 
enter another cab. 


“She had a little too much to drink,” | say, not wanting to 
alert him. “Best to get her home so she can sleep it off.” 


The driver seems to go for it and we’re back on our way ina 
perpendicular direction from which the first driver took us. 
The last thing | need is someone getting his plate number as 
we left or him calling us in. 


We need to move further away from the Hotel Zone and into 
the area where the local people in Cancun live. 


“Can we go faster? | think she’s going to puke,” | tell the 
driver, trying to get us out of here as quickly as possible. 


He hits the gas as we fly down Boulevard Kukulcan towards 
Avenida Lopez Portillo. 


“Pull over!” | yell. A cabbie who knows a passenger is about 
to throw up never has to be asked that twice and his car 
comes to a screeching halt and I jump out with her and hold 
her hair back in the grass, moving her head a bit and 
making throw up noises with my body blocking his view so 
he doesn’t know it’s just a show. 


“You can’t get back in my cab with that drunk girl!” he yells, 
exiting the taxi. “Give me my money now!” 


| hand him a ten-dollar bill and he more than happily speeds 
away. 


“I’m sorry, beautiful,” | say for putting her through the ruse 
but it’s necessary. | don’t know who took her or what’s going 
on or even if we’re being followed. 


But | do know | saw a run down motel across the street which 
is why | faked the throwing up thing. 


| scoop her up in my arms and carry her across the street 
and right to the reception. 


They want extra for the security deposit, thinking she’s 
going to get sick, which | gladly pay in cash and then take 
her to our room. 


But we’re nowhere near out of the woods yet. 


| set her on the bed and pull her body in close to me. Her 
little hands wrap around me and | just look down at this 
beautiful flower of a woman wondering how in the world we 
got to where we are now. 


Thousands of people flock to the Riviera Maya each year to 
enjoy fun in the sun, especially from mid-December to mid- 
January. But what many unsuspecting tourists think they 
know, but truly have no idea, is the seedy underbelly that 
goes on right out of the sight of the families frolicking on the 
beach and the college kids downing Tequila slammers until 
the sun comes up. 


| watch as her little chest rises and falls and all | can think 
about is protecting her. 


And I have to let her parents know what’s going on. 

| grab my phone out of my pocket and dial their number. 
Nothing. 

When | left their house after dinner to check out the town 
they said they were going to relax. That’s why | was out by 
myself in the first place. But | know Nick and Kate and 
there’s no way they’re not by their phones until their 
daughter is safely home. 


| open a web browser and pull up riviera-maya-news.com. 


A wave of anger comes over me and | squeeze my phone so 
hard | practically crush it when I read the top story. 


Retired American Cop, Wife, Abducted 


CHAPTER 4 


Luka 


Protect and serve is the motto of the police officer in the 
United States and it means everything to me. 


But seeing her here in my lap as she sleeps takes protect 
and serve to a whole other level. 


This is personal...very personal. 


| was born in Belgrade, Serbia in 1983. | left in 2000 at age 
seventeen after being orphaned by a NATO strike. 


Like many people from Serbia, and all of Balkans, | made my 
way to Chicago when I got to American. There are more 
Serbians in Chicago than in any other city in the world 
excluding Belgrade. 


| was granted asylum by my adopted country, the United 
States and set out to “make it in America.” 


It wasn’t easy. 


| did odd jobs for other Serbians when | first arrived and was 
still learning English. 


One of those jobs was “babysitting,” believe it or not. 
And the kid | babysat for? 


Lia. 


| used to see her father, Nick, exercising in an outdoor public 
exercise park every morning at 5:00 a.m. | was also there 
every morning. | had no money for a gym membership and 
it was a good way to wind down my day after working the 
late shift baking loads of bread which would then be sent 
out on delivery trucks all over the city at about 4:30. 


We struck up a friendship and after a few months he 
confided in me that he also was from Belgrade and had left 
in 1992 at the age of nineteen. It was the second year of 
the Croatian War of Independence and he and his wife, Kate, 
decided that the region was too unstable and fled to 
America. 


But like many Americans both parents had to work so they 
needed a babysitter. 


| watched Lia off and on from the time she was very small 
until a couple years ago when her parents moved down here 
to Mexico. 


That was the last | saw her...until tonight. 


Nick was shot five times in the line of duty a few years ago 
and was awarded duty disability benefits which accounted 
for seventy-five percent of his salary at the time he was 
injured. 


He and Kate decided that the heat of Mexico would be better 
for his joints than those cold Chicago winters so they moved 
down here to live the lifestyle at a third of the price. 


Until tonight, when apparently the “cost” of living here 
became measured in much more than dollars and cents. 


But what doesn’t make sense to me is why their family was 
targeted on the first day | arrived down here for a “vacation” 
with my mentor. 


Nick was the one who encouraged me to try out for the 
police academy and when | made it through he took me 
under his wing and made me the officer that | am today. 


| still consult with him on the phone all the time, but there’s 
nothing like a face to face visit...and he didn’t have to twist 
my arm to come down and swim in the Caribbean at sunset 
and go diving in the world famous cenotes. 


But when | arrived at their house for dinner tonight | found 
myself twisting my own arm trying to keep myself from their 
daughter. 


Damn. She's eighteen now and just finished high school at 
an American school down here. She’s applying for 
universities in both Mexico City and in the U.S. 


And when she told me she wanted to study psychology so 
she could be a police profiler, as she got hooked watching 
Mindhunter on Netflix, my first thought was that she had to 
come to Northwestern University...in Chicago. 


| even offered to let her stay at my place to save money if 
she gets accepted, but then | tried to temper my enthusiasm 
when | realized | was going overboard on my best friend’s 
daughter. 


I’m thirty-five and she’s eighteen. And Nick is forty-five and 
so is his wife Kate. 


In Balkan culture family is everything and social circles 
dominate all. People don’t even talk to strangers or look at 


them on the street, in restaurants...pretty much anywhere. 


But damn I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her tonight at 
dinner. And | started to realize | was jeopardizing my 
standing within Nick’s social circle when he had to repeat a 
few things twice because | was so taken back by the 
conversation | was having with his daughter about police 
profiling. 


And when Lia excused herself to leave and go attend her 
SAT study lesson | missed her presence before she’d even 
cleared her plate. 


What eighteen-year-old in one of the world’s biggest party 
cities studies for the SAT’s in the evening? Not to mention 
she’s already taken it twice and scored very well, but she’s 
always looking to improve her score especially as she wants 
to get into a top university. 


I’ve buried myself in my work and “making it in America” my 
whole life and just when | finally feel like...hey, I’m making 
it...this goes and happens. 


My mind stops reminiscing when | feel her move in my lap. | 
look back down at her and feel a possessiveness I’ve never 
felt before. She’s like an angel in her white top just lying 
there so peacefully. 


And from this new body position she’s settled into | can see 
her nipples pebbling and | can’t take my eyes off of her. 


“Fuck!” | say under my breath and turn and look at the wall. 
Who knows what this poor girl has been through tonight and 
here | am ogling her body. 


| feel like a jerk and | sure hope she doesn’t feel what’s 
quickly getting rock hard in my pants. 


I’ve never felt so hard in my entire life. | have no idea what 
it feels like to take Viagra, but | imagine this is it...if | took an 
entire bottle at once. 


My heart is pounding in my chest, my dick is throbbing, and 
| feel my palms sweating. 


But this isn’t about me. This is about her and her family. 
And | have to stay focused and figure out what’s going on. 


First thing’s first. | need to make sure she’s okay. Maybe she 
has cracked bones or she’s been drugged. She has the 
symptoms of something like a roofie, but in other ways not. 
It’s confusing. 


| run through the mental checklist of drugs in this area and 
something quickly hits me. 


Scopolamine. 


The U.S. Department of State estimates there are over fifty 
thousand incidents involving scopolamine in Colombia each 
year. 


It’s produced from a plant in the nightshade family, called a 
borrachero tree, and can be dropped in a victim’s drink or 
even simply blown in their face if it’s in powder form. There 
are famous reported cases in South America of someone 
asking for directions only to present a map that was covered 
in the drug and then when the victim holds the map up to 
take a look the bad guy blows on the paper and the victim 
inhales the drug. 


Shortly thereafter they are literally a “walking zombie.” 


It’s nicknamed “Devil’s Breath” and has been used by the 
CIA and secret police around the world as an interrogation 
tool, due to its powerful suggestive effects. The victim is 

said to be unable to tell a lie. 


Additionally they’re disoriented, but do not necessarily 
appear to be so as if they were drunk, so they are easily 
robbed. Victims are very open to suggestion and are often 
taken to their home with the attacker where they willingly 
let them in and then simply give them everything they have 
as they’re so open to any sort of suggestion. 


It’s disgusting and to think what these people were going to 
have Lia give up makes me sick. 


Jealousy fills me at the thought of anyone having her and 
incessant anger at people like this. People like the Chinese 
Triad-style criminal syndicate who were using scopolamine 
to rob the elderly in Paris back in 2015 until they were 
caught. 


And I’m going to catch these motherfuckers and make them 
pay for what they did, and what they'll continue to do until | 
stop them. 


And | will stop them. 


The only question is how can | stop myself when it comes to 
her? 


CHAPTER 5 


Lia 
My eyes flutter open and | see the clock on the nightstand. 
7:36 a.m. 


| hear the sounds of buses, cars, and motorbikes as the city 
comes to life and people heading to their jobs. 


“Where am |?” 


| see Luka sitting next to me but | don’t know how he got 
here or where exactly here is. 


“You don’t remember?” he asks, changing out a cool rag on 
my forehead for another. 


“No. And...how did you get here?” 


“Someone drugged you. | think it was probably 
scopolamine.” 


“Scopolamine?” 
“Something like a roofie, but different.” 
“Why are we...wherever we are and not in my house?” 


“|I need to make sure you’re okay before we try and move 
somewhere.” 


| sit up in the bed trying to figure out what in the heck is 
going on. Am | literally dreaming? 


“What are you doing in Mexico?” 
“You don’t remember? Me at your dinner table last night?” 


“You weren't at dinner last night. What are you talking 
about?” 


He exhales hard and rubs the back of his neck. He looks 
very concerned and | am too. Whatever this is | want out of 
it. 


“I want to go home.” 
“You can’t.” 

“Now!” 

“It’s not that simple, Lia.” 


The way he says my name shows me he cares. There’s a 
certain softness to it, which is in stiff contrast to everything 
else about him. He’s big, muscular and all lines and sharp 
edges...from his jawline to his forearms and I’m guessing 
also what’s underneath that shirt. 


But even though Luka is my biggest crush, and I’m 
apparently alone somewhere with him, that doesn’t mean | 
want to do something about it. | want to get myself righted 
before | figure out what to do next. 


“It is that simple. You're holding me against my will and 
you're going to take me home or I’m going to walk out that 
door.” 


“You can’t do that, beautiful.” 


Beautiful? Nobody calls me that. I’m trying to stay angry 
with him but he’s making it equally as hard not to. 


“This isn’t some Stockholm syndrome ridiculousness. Take. 
Me. Home. Now!” | say. 


“Keep your voice down.” 
“Or else what?” 


“Listen to me. There’s been trouble last night. We need to 
be low-key until | can figure out just what’s going on. I’ve 
called in to Chicago P.D. and we're trying to find out who this 
might be.” 


“Who? You mean you. I’m leaving!” | yell, but as | go to 
stand up out of bed | feel myself wobble, but quickly he’s 
there to put his hands on me and steady me helping me 
back into bed. 


“| don’t need your help!” I yell, just before his hand comes 
down over my mouth silencing me. He’s gentle, but firm, 
but | don’t like it at all. 


| try and bite him, but he cups his hand and | miss. 


He brings his finger to my mouth making a shhh sound as he 
looks at the door. 


He brings to fingers to his ear, bending the top of his 
earlobe. He points to the door and then puts two fingers in 
the air in front of me. 


He gives me the shhh sound again, but this time he grits his 
teeth as his eyebrows raise. The way he looks at me scares 
me and yet turns me on at the same time. 


| think back to all the times my dad said how trustworthy he 
is, but something about this whole situation doesn’t sit well 
with me at all. 


But apparently what’s on the other side of that door isn’t 
sitting well with him either. 


| doubt it’s the cops so | take the lesser of two evils and as 
he moves his hand away from my mouth | stay silent. 


He leans in and scoops me up off the bed and moves toward 
the bathroom. 


He looks out the back window and then quickly lifts me up 
and out. 


My feet wobble as they find the ground, but through the 
window his arms rotate me and bring my back against the 
building steadying me as his big body somehow compresses 
and he follows me out the window, never losing touch with 
me even though I have no idea how he did it. 


How can aman that big and strong be so agile. 


He scoops me up again and throws me over the shoulder 
running towards a bus stop where he quickly steps inside a 
colectivo, a low cost white mini-van that shuttles people 
around Cancun for under a dollar or two. 


The colectivo pulls away from the curb and | hear the word, 
“Mira!” yelled behind us. It translates to “look” and | see 


two men looking directly at the colectivo just as they pull 
out a very large weapons. 


“Rapido!” Luka yells, but the colectivo driver looks like he 
still hasn’t had his morning cup of coffee and Luka pulls him 
from the seat, hip checking him to the side and floors the 
van to the sounds of bullets hitting the back. 


The other riders scream frantically as Luka makes a hard 
turn taking the van down a side street before weaving in 
and out of traffic. 


He pulls the van over less than thirty seconds later after 
Zigzagging every which way. “Everyone out!” he yells. 


He scoops me up and runs towards an idling car parked 
outside of a 7-11 and we jump in. 


“Ladrón!” a man yells as he exits the convenience store, 
calling Luka a thief. 


He tosses two limes and a can of Corona at the car but 
Luka’s already put the pedal to the metal and we’re out of 
there. 

“What’s going on?” 

“Get in the back seat and strip,” he says. 

“What?” 

“Now!” 

| want to tell him no, but considering he’s kept me alive this 


far | figure I’m best to do as he asks...or more accurately 
demands. 


This is definitely not the way | planned on ever showing him 
my body. 


“Let’s go!” he says as he grabs the rearview mirror, tilting in 
all the way to the side so he can’t watch me. 


| carefully slide out of my clothes and use a brown paper bag 
that was lying in the back seat to cover up my lower half. 


“Done yet?” 

| say nothing, feeling humiliated. 

“Are you done?” his tone demanding an answer. 

“Hand me your clothes!” he says. 

| wad them into a ball and pass them up to him. He never 
looks back at me once and places the clothes in his lap, 
rifling through them as he turns onto Highway 307 which 
leads south to Playa del Carmen and Tulum. 

Suddenly he takes my panties in his mouth holding them in- 
between his front teeth as he yanks hard, ripping the 
material. 

He throws the rest of my clothes back to me. “Put these 
back on,” he says. And then he drives to the next exit and 
makes a sharp U-turn right back to where we came from. 


“What are you doing?” 


He says nothing, just drives before finding a small dirt road 
and taking is straight towards the beach. 


As he arrives to the shore he puts the car in park and pulls 
out the keys, removing any chance | have to drive off. And 
he’s smart too, because | would have highly considered it. 


He runs to the shore until he sees a fisherman who’s about 
to push off in his tiny boat for the day. 


He exchanges some small talk and then pats him on the 
back. He points at something off in the distance and while 
the man isn’t looking he tosses part of my panties into the 
man’s boat! 


What the hell? 


He shakes his hand and then heads back to the car in a fast 
jog. 


“What in the hell was that?” 


“I showed him where the fish were biting yesterday,” he 
says. 


“Are you sick? Mentally sick?” 


“No,” he says as if my question doesn’t faze him at all. He 
throws the car in reverse and heads back to the freeway as 
we bump our way down the dirt road. 


“| saw you throw my panties into that man’s boat. That’s 
disgusting.” 


“What that was called is a tracker and it was hastily sewn 
into the waistband of your panties. | tossed it in his boat 
and pointed him in the direction of Cozumel.” 


| say nothing, realizing that’s actually a very ingenious move 
on Luka’s part. 


“| would never give anyone your panties,” he says with a 
growl to his tone. “They belong to me and only me.” 


He takes a deep breath. “But those sick people sew trackers 
into a girl’s panties because the idea is so far fetched that 
it’s the last place you'd think to look, they can do it 
extremely fast, and they use it as a way to inventory them to 
sell them as...” 


| can tell the thought bothers him so much he’s not even 
going to finish the sentence. 


He floors the gas leaving me with as many questions as | 
had when | woke up this morning. 


“Lie down in the back until we get where we're going,” he 
Says. 


“Or else what?” 


“Or else you might wind up taking a permanent siesta if the 
wrong people see you,” he says. 


| slowly slouch down in my seat removing myself from view 
out of any of the windows. 


“Where are we going?” 
“Somewhere Safe,” he says. 
“Is anywhere safe right now?” 


“You're with me now. You're mine. You're safe.” 


Something about those first two sentences jars something 
loose in my brain. It’s some sort of thought, or recollection, 
or something. | just know I’ve heard them before and heard 
them from him, but I can’t place it. 


But | am quickly realizing one thing. My only chance of 

survival is one place and one place only...by his side and 
that’s where | intend to stay until | can figure out what’s 
going on. 


CHAPTER 6 


Luka 


Less than an hour later we’re in Tulum where | park the car 
two blocks from the bus station with the keys in the ignition 
and the window down. 


“Someone's going to steal it,” she says. 
“That’s the point.” 


We walk to the bus stop and | buy two tickets to Playa del 
Carmen which will take us half way back from where we just 
came. More importantly we've got all kinds of mixed trails 
at this point and being in Playa del Carmen, or Playa as it’s 
known, puts is right in-between Cancun and Tulum. The 
strategic location, the numerous European, Mexican and 
Argentinian tourists, and the extreme number of illegal 
rentals available give us our best shot to avoid detection. 


A lady is selling swimsuits right next to the bus stop, but 
after looking through her selection she only has one size. 


| look at Lia’s body almost like | did very early this morning 
when she was in my lap, but this time she sees me looking 
at her and | don’t try and hide it, nor does she try to turn 
and hide her body. 


And just like the last time my cock hardens and | feel that 
intense need for her like her body is a magnet pulling me in. 


“We'll take it,” | say to the lady. | hand her some money and 
we board the bus. 


“That’s never going to fit me,” she says. 


“Good. If they ask if we came through and someone speaks 
to that lady they won’t even remember us. Just Some more 
tourists passing through like all the others, but we don’t 
even fit the description...at least based on the size of this... 
swimsuit,” | say. 


She takes it from the tiny plastic bag it’s in and holds it up. 


Damn, she’s right. That suit is going to struggle to contain 
her. It looks like it would be more valuable as a piece of 
dental floss than something a woman would wear to cover 
herself in public...and no way would | ever let my woman out 
of the house in something like that. 


She stuffs it back in the bag and looks out the window as the 
bus moves. | reach across her and pull the blind and she 
doesn’t try and open it. The last thing we need to do is get 
spotted in a bus station. 


About an hour later the bus pulls into Playa del Carmen 
where we’re greeted by a number of people who don’t speak 
English, or very little, and have pictures of their places 
printed out and in some cases laminated. 


Perfect. 


| quickly settle on one that’s willing to give us a ride over 
and has vacancy for a week. 


Ten minutes later we’re dropped, sorted, and have our own 
key. 


As the owner drives off thinking she ripped us off | know it’s 
us who got the better end of the deal. | set the air con to ice 
box to combat the heat that’s well over ninety degrees with 

ninety percent humidity and pull the blinds shut. 


“Can you please tell me what the hell’s going on?” she asks. 


“After you put this on,” | say tossing her the bag with the 
swimsuit. 


“You want me to wear this?” she says dropping it on the bed. 


| grab a simple kitchen chair and swing it around placing my 
hands horizontally across the back, which is now the front. 


“It’s that or nothing. l'Il get you some proper clothes as soon 
as | find out where we are in relation to everything.” 


“Why can’t | wear what I have on?” 

“Residual scopolamine dust. Possibly more trackers. 
Convenience store surveillance footage. The people on the 
bus. The people at the bus station. Do you want me to 
continue?” 


Her anger slowly fades. “What about the owner of the 
apartment?” 


“I had my eyes on her...closely. | was trying to keep the 
conversation going so she didn’t have any time to look at 
you and remember your face.” 


She just stares at me. 


“You’re the one they wanted first, not me.” 


“What about now?” 


“I want you more than anything and that means they don’t 
stand a chance.” 


CHAPTER 7 


Lia 


The adrenaline boost from this morning had me powering 
through any of the residual effects of whatever they 
drugged me with last night. I’m running on the rush of 
everything that’s happening right now but I’m guessing that 
at some point I’m going to crash. 


| just hate not knowing what’s going on. 

| hear a knock on the bathroom door and | jump. 
“Best to take a shower first,” he says. 

“Are you gonna come in and wash me too?” 


| don’t hear an answer or movement outside the door. Even 
though I was kidding | don’t say it because now I’m not so 
sure if | was. 


| think about how I’ve wanted to go to college in the States 
and I squint as | think hard. It seems like what happened 
had something to do with college or studying or something 
like that, but | still can’t remember although | feel like the 
memories are trying to come back. 


Living in Cancun you see a /ot of juvenile behavior from 
guys of all ages. Needless to say it doesn’t leave a lot of 
room to hope for the possibility of finding a good guy 
anytime soon. 


Maybe that’s why I’d developed this crush on Luka the last 
couple of years. 


He’s older. He’s established. He’s mature and very sharp as 
he’s proven a bunch of times already. 


And not to mention he’s extremely attractive in a rugged, 
masculine, machismo kind of way...exactly how | picture a 
real man. 


And after what he just said to me I can picture something 
really happening between the two of us. 


And right now the only thing | want in-between the two of us 
is the water as it splashes down on our naked bodies as we 
shower together...and a whole lot more. 


| turn on the water and as my pants drop to the floor | swear 
| can hear him swallow hard outside the door. 


| quietly kneel down and look under the door and see his 
boots just a couple of feet back from the door before they 
move away and | hear the bed creak as he either lies on it or 
sits on it. 


And | know we were in a hurry and all, but he sure didn’t 
seem to put up much of a fuss when the owner showed us 
the room only had one bed. 


And | certainly wasn’t going to argue either. 
There was something about waking up in his arms this 


morning that felt really nice, even though | was still a bit out 
of it. 


And sure | slept like a rock, even though I have no idea if it 
was a long sleep or not, and | can contribute some of that to 
whatever was put in my system. 


But | think a large part of that also goes to the fact that even 
though my mind can’t remember the events of last night my 
body knew | was in a safe place when I was with him. 


And that’s why | want him to place his hands on me...and a 
whole lot more. 


CHAPTER 8 


Luka 


How can | focus on finding Nick and Kate when all | can think 
about is her? 


| unbuckle my belt and unzip my pants and try and let my 
cock get some air. That fucker has been rock hard since | 
bought that damn swimsuit for her...the one she’s about to 
put on and wear out here in front of me. 


Fuck me. How am I going to be able to control myself? How 
am | going to be able to keep my hands off her? 


I’m fighting my need right now. I’m so tempted to put my 
hands on myself and unload the cannon while she’s in the 
shower so | don’t come in my pants like a horny high 
schooler when she walks out of the bathroom. 


But | can’t. 


| tell myself it’s because she might pop out at anytime, but | 
can’t trick my brain. The real reason is | want her. The real 
thing. No way will | settle for some shallow self-pleasuring 
while thinking about her when she’s only a few feet from me. 


| hear the water hit the tiles and then it stops and | know 
she’s under it. 


| picture those droplets finding her skin, running down the 
length of her breasts and trickling along her pussy before 
sliding down her legs. 


Fuck. My cock jerks. Who in the history of the world has 
ever been jealous of water? 


Me, when that water gets to touch the one thing in this 
world that | want. 


Her. 


| squeeze the skin in-between my thumb and first finger 
trying to create a pain response to take my mind off of her 
but it doesn’t work at all. 


| try and think about anything...baseball even, but nothing. 
Suddenly | freeze, sitting up on the bed. 


Last night at dinner Nick said something about how good it 
was that | was in town so he’d have someone to talk baseball 
with. Mexico is absolutely a soccer country and he never 
gets to shoot the breeze about his beloved Chicago Cubs. 


He made some off the wall comment about the Cubs maybe 
signing Yasiel Puig away from the Dodgers when his contract 
expires which led us into talking about how Puig even got to 
the States to play baseball at all. 


Puig, a Cuban, had tried to defect a few times before he 
finally made it. But when he left Fidel Castro’s, who was still 
alive at the time, state-run sports machine where he earned 
an incredibly abysmal seventeen dollars a month he didn’t 
head straight to Miami. 


Instead he followed a three hundred and fifty mile arc to the 
Yucatan Peninsula. The reasoning was that under Major 
League Baseball’s rules, and surprisingly enough the U.S. 


Treasury Department’s restrictions, the only way for a Cuban 
baseball player to enter the United States as a free agent 
and get a big contract to play baseball was to establish 
residency in a third country first. 


And where was that third country? 


Mexico, where Puig stayed holed up in a ratty motel on Isla 
Mujeres, just eight miles off the coast of Cancun, fora 
month. 


He then got his expedited Mexican residency before 
entering the United States via Texas under the “wet foot, dry 
foot” policy where Cubans who reach U.S. Territory are 
usually permitted to stay, even if their arrival is in violation 
of the law. 


He was allowed to stay and even better he traded in that 
seventeen dollars a month for forty-two million dollars 
starting back in 2012. 


But how does that pertain to Nick and Kate? 
Isla Mujeres. 


It’s the middle ground that the Cuban smugglers use time 
and time again. 


So that means there are Cubans there and | remember that 
when Nick was lit up by bullets in the line of duty...the 
bullets that put him out of commission...they were fired ona 
raid on a Cuban gang in Chicago. 


A gang which was captured and sentenced for life...all of 
them. 


| need to get another message back up to Chicago P.D. to 
run this new information pronto, but | don’t want to use my 
email or phone in case it’s somehow being monitored. | 
turned it off earlier and it’s not worth the risk of turning it 
back on. 


Damn, were these guys down here waiting for my arrival in 
order to get all of us? Did they know | was coming to 
Cancun and have this planned out? And if so, why? 


| hear the door open and my eyes dart in that direction 
immediately as | quickly zip up my pants and fiddle with my 
buckle. 


| pull myself together quickly but there’s no sight of her until 
suddenly she steps out of the bathroom where | can see her. 


And how can I miss her? 


Most of what she’s got is hanging out of her suit and my 
cock fights to remind me I should undo my buckle and unzip 
my fly all over again. 


“It’s too small,” she says, turning her palms upward and 
extending her arms out. 


But as she does she lifts her shoulders ever so slightly and 
comes up on her tiptoes, and when she releases her 
shoulders and comes back down the jiggle in her body hits 
me right in the groin and I can’t help but look at her like the 
feral beast she’s turned me into. 


Her shower was quick and apparently her attempt at drying 
off was even quicker. 


Her body is still glistening from a light coat of moisture 
which lines her skin. | can see beads of water on her arms 
and her face, but it’s the water underneath that low quality 
white swimsuit that’s driving me crazy as it’s making the 
fabric transparent...and my thoughts as well. 


| take a deep breath in through my nose when | can see her 
slit from here and watch as her nipples pebble right before 
my eyes. 

“You can’t go outside in that,” | say. 

“I'd get every catcall imaginable,” she says. 

And it has jealous thoughts shooting through me. The idea 
of so much as one other man on this planet seeing what I’m 
seeing now has every muscle in my body tensing. | feel my 
teeth grinding I’m so angry. 

“Why are you making fists?” 

Without taking my eyes off of her my mind shifts to my 
hands and | can feel the fists that she can see, yet | was 
totally unaware of. They are shaking and | open my fingers 
and place my hands on my thighs. 


She moves closer to the bed, her eyes now scanning my 
body. 


“You want to study psychology, right?” | ask. 
“How did you know that?” 


“What am | thinking right now?” 


She gets closer, coming right up to me almost as if she’s the 
one who's towering over me. 


She’s so close now | swear | can smell her sweet scent. The 
aircon may be on, but either it’s not working or the 
Caribbean heat has hit an entirely new level. 


“You’re thinking about....” she lets it hang in the air as I run 
my eyes back over her breasts which are hanging out of that 
swimsuit so much I should arrest her for indecent exposure. 
Scratch that. Starting a damn riot...inside of me. 


“I’m thinking about how I never noticed you before. How 
you grew up and became a woman so fast. How | can tell by 
looking at you that you're still a good girl.” 


“What makes you think that?” 


“I know the way you were raised and | know you’re focused 
on your education and only your education. We’re two of a 
kind. | bury myself in studying cases and solving them and 
you bury yourself in studying textbooks and solving the 
problems that lie there.” | pause. “But now there’s another 
problem that neither one of us seems to be able to solve at 
the moment,” | say. 


“What problem might that be?” she asks. 


“Are we looking at each other this way with such hunger just 
because we've been so close to death today? Because you 
never feel more alive than when you stare death in the face 
and you beat it. And your body takes over and sends signals 
that you better reproduce while there’s still a shot, because 
after all some guys in white lab coats would argue that 
that’s the sole purpose why we're on this planet in the first 
place.” 


“But what would the man in front of me...argue?” 


“| wouldn’t argue at all. Arguing is the last thing on my 
mind when I see something that | want. | would agree, but | 
would take it up a notch.” 


“How would you do that,” she says, and | catch her tongue 
linger on her lips just a little too long as she finishes her 
sentence. 


“I'd say that we're not here just to reproduce mindlessly, but 
that we've evolved past that long ago. We're here to 
reproduce, yes, but only with the one we know was put on 
this earth specifically for us and us alone. The one who is for 
our eyes only. The one who we share more than just the 
physical with, although that is a big part of it. Not the one 
we want...but the one we need.” 


“And have you ever found the...one you need?” 


“If you had asked me before | got on that flight to come 
down here | would have said no and easily meant it. And 
now with just as much clarity and ease | would say 
absolutely...ab-so-fucking-lutely.” 


| watch as her gaze drifts to my lips and then her teeth come 
down on her plump lower lip, making me jealous it’s not my 

mouth on hers. | want to kiss her like | own her, like she was 
put specifically here on this planet for me and me for her. 


That we were meant for each other. 
This is beyond unconventional but the best ideas come from 


ideas outside the box...things out of the ordinary...and she’s 
way beyond that. She’s one of a kind. 


“What if | told you I’ve felt the same the last two years? 
That I’ve questioned my thoughts but once | became an 
adult in the eyes of the law | didn’t feel like | needed to 
question them anymore. | only felt like | needed to live 
them out...to experience them. And that | believe you came 
here for a reason. That no matter why your plans initially 
brought you here the universe was really sending you here 
for me?” 


“I'd say that it’s time for us to stop asking ourselves 
questions and start giving each other answers,” | say as | 
grab her waist and pull her onto the bed on top of me 
bringing her lips crashing down on mine. 


Her taste is just as sweet as her smell and | pull my lips from 
hers momentarily to take in the scent of her hair before | go 
right back to claiming her mouth. 


| quickly flip us over so I’m on top and she’s flat on her back, 
underneath me so she can feel my strength and power and 
experience what it feels like to actually take in the size of 
the man who promised to protect her and keep her safe. 


My hand slides into her hair as my tongue parts her lips, 
tasting her even deeper, feeling her even more. 


| swear she even has goose bumps on her skull and when | 
run my hands through her hair the feeling of her locks 
sliding in-between my digits has my cock practically ready 
to explode already. 


She’s so damn feminine it brings out the ultimate 
masculinity in me...and now | need to bring out my cock to 
show her exactly what that means. 


But as much as | want that what I really want is to please 
her. To give her that release that | know her body needs... 
and that we both deserve. 


My kisses move across from her lips to her jawline and 

down. | literally take her entire chin into my mouth and give 
it a playful nibble, but there’s nothing playful about the 
moan she gives me in response. 


| kiss my way slowly down her neck and then across her 
collarbone as | take in the sight of her breasts which | can’t 
believe are still contained in the world’s skimpiest bikini. 


I’m breathing so hard | pull my mouth from her skin, feeling 
the immediate void, as | suck in a big gasp of air...one that 
only my mouth could provide. 


My nose isn’t able to get enough oxygen to my brain and my 
body fast enough and I’m already feeling lightheaded as my 
heart rate skyrockets. 


My hand comes down on her breast, taking hold of it firmly 
as she calls out my name. 


| need it in my grasp as | kiss down her middle, but the 
fabric is too thin and I can feel too much and when her 
nipple pokes into my palm I’m like a caged animal let free. 


| yank the tiny triangle of white fabric to the side and my 
mouth comes crashing down hard on her breast. | take as 
much of her tit as | can in my mouth, flicking her nipple, as 
my other hand comes down on her pussy, my palm applying 
pressure. 


Her back arches sending her breast deeper into my mouth 
as my palm on her pussy curls and my entire hand claims 


her cunt with a strong grip. 
Her hips press forward into my hand. 


“| need to taste your sweetness,” | say practically before | 
even release my mouth from her chest. 


“It’s yours. I’ve been saving it for you,” she says. 


| growl and as my head moves down towards her middle the 
feral sound turns into more of a snarl as | feel her wetness 
soaking through her bottoms, and this time | know with 
absolute certainty that it’s not because she didn’t dry 
thoroughly after coming out of the shower. 


| take her hip in one hand and keep my other on her chest, 
kneading her mounds and dragging my digits in the valley 
in between them as well as feeling her sweat. | bring my 
fingers from her cleavage to my mouth and taste it. 


Salty. A mixture of nerves, fear, and lust. 
Fuck yeah. 


| pull the fingers from my mouth and grab her other hip, 
pulling her groin off the bed and up to me. 


| bury my face in her slit, cupping my mouth over the fabric 
and blowing down hard on her lips which | can make out 
clearly now she’s so wet. 


“Uhhh,” she moans like an animal trapped in a corner as she 
pushes her pussy into my face and | turn my chin resting her 
warmth on my cheek as | smell her desire. 


The sweetness of her slit is the perfect compliment to the 
savory of her valley. 


“Once | put my mouth on this pussy, on your bare skin, it 
belongs to me and no one else. You understand me?” 


“Yas,” 
“There’s no going back once | taste you.” 


“And you need to understand that once your mouth tastes 
what no one else ever has or ever will that your mouth 
becomes mine. Mine to kiss with my mouth and feed with 
my juices because | know I’m not going to last long once | 
feel your tongue on my clit.” 


“Damn, you're just as possessive as | am.” 


I’m shocked that a girl so young claims what she wants with 
such confidence and even a bit of arrogance. | fucking love 
it. 


She goes after what she wants just like | do and she lets the 
target of her desire know right away that she’s playing for 
keeps. Just. Like. Me. 


“Of course | am, because I’m not going to share you with 
anyone else just like you’re not going to share me,” she 
says. 


“You got that right,” | say. 


“Now eat my pussy like it’s the cure to everything that was 
ever missing in your life.” 


“I'll eat your pussy exactly how I want to eat it...in ways you 
didn’t even know possible and l'Il show you just what the 
fucking cure to everything in life is,” | say as | grab the 
fabric with my teeth and yank it free like a wild beast 
tearing meat from a bone. 


I yank my head back, the suit in my teeth, ripping it clean 
off from her midsection which I’m holding suspended above 
the bed. 


| spit it across the room and then spit on the wall, clearing 
my mouth of the taste of the fabric as | want nothing to 
interfere with the way | experience her with a clean palate 
for the first time. 


A clean palate for her perfect, pristine pussy. 


My tongue goes right for her slit licking straight up and back 
down and up again, finding her clit and rolling it in my 
mouth like an M&M. 


But nothing on earth is as sweet as the taste of her as | flick 
her bud and remove one hand from her hip and place a 
finger at her opening. 


| pull back from her cunt, a sticky stream keeping us 
connected. “I know this pussy of mine, your pristine pussy, 
is going to be tight. You’ve been saving it for me and now 
it’s time to open up my gift,” | say as my mouth come 
crashing back down on her clit and | slide one digit inside 
her. 


“Uh..uh...uh,” she says, and before | even do anything else 
her whole body shakes like she’s possessed and she releases 
in my mouth, bathing my tongue with her juices which | 
savor in my mouth, swishing them around before sucking 


them down to my stomach to own them. To make part of her 
part of me. 


But when she stills for just a second and suddenly starts 
shaking again she surprises me with a second round which | 
drink with a thirst of a man who’s been lost in the desert for 
days. 


And damn does she have a fountain of youth between those 
legs because I’ve never felt more energized or stronger in 
my life. 


“Ahhh!” | say as | pull my mouth from her after | know I’ve 
cleaned her completely. | can feel blood pulsing through my 
entire body, feeling places inside me beat and a mental 
Clarity that I’ve never experienced. 


I’ve never been so alert, awake, focused...alive, in my entire 
life. 


Because of her. 


| look down at her and watch as her chest heaves up and 
down as she tries to catch her breath. | realize I’m still 
holding her hips elevated and | carefully guide her back 
down to the bed. 


Her hands reach out for me and | move in closer as she 
wraps her arms around me and | hold her tight as she comes 
down from her first experience like this...her first display of 
vulnerability with another person. 


But she'll never be vulnerable with anyone else in this 
world. Not just intimately, but physically. 


Because | just claimed her as mine with my mouth 
physically and verbally. Her pussy is mine and so is her 
Safety. 


I’m her protector now and forever. 


CHAPTER 9 


Lia 
| lie in bed trying to process the story that Luka just told me. 


| feel like my mind is a tennis shoe in a dryer just thumping 
around inside as it looks for something to grab a hold of and 
comes up empty...every time. 


His story seemed so Surreal, but as he continued some of the 
pieces started coming back to me. I’d already remembered 
preparing the house for his arrival, | just didn’t remember 
him showing up. 


And speaking of showing up | wonder when he’s going to get 
back from buying me new clothes. Good grief, the suit | had 
was way too small to start with and after | soaked it through 
and he basically chewed it off of me I can’t imagine it has 
any more life left in it. 


Which is perfect because | already picked it up off the floor 
and put it in the drawer. I’m going to keep that little 
memento to remind us of this first time. Technically I’m still 
a virgin, but those are just semantics at this point and it’s 
only a matter of time before that wall comes crumbling 
down. 


And right now there’s a big wall between us. When he left 
he literally locked me in the house and took the key with 
him. The deadbolt is key only so there’s no way | can get 
out if | wanted to. It’s strange...this feeling of him having 
control over me. l'm literally his captive. 


On the one hand | want to fight him about this, but on the 
other what’s my option? My best chance of survival and 
finding my parents is staying attached to his hip and doing 
what he tells me. 


He’s trained for these kinds of things and he’s not going to 
put me in danger. Giving up so much trust is difficult, but | 
have no other choice...unless I’m going to somehow 
appropriate a weapon real fast and learn how to avoid the 
people who are chasing us. 


“Good luck with that,” | mumble to myself just as | hear the 
key enter the lock. 


“Sorry to keep you waiting,” he says handing me a couple of 
energy bars, some Gatorade, and sliced meat. “It’s not 
pretty but there’s protein, carbs, and electrolytes there. It 
will help you to feel more like yourself.” 


“Luka.” 

“Yeah,” he says without looking at me as he sits on the chair 
and dumps out another bag at the foot of the bed. | can tell 
he’s aman on a mission right now and although I should 
avoid this conversation | need to let him know where | stand 
and that I’m not some pushover. 

“You can’t just walk out of here and lock me in the house.” 


“It’s for your own good.” 


“Don’t you think I’m capable of making that decision for 
myself?” 


“Right now? No.” 


“Well, this is a really productive and respectful 
conversation,” | say. 


He takes his attention from the things at the foot of the bed 
and moves in close to me. 


“Listen,” he says taking my face in his hands as he looks at 
me deeply. | can see how much he cares about me in his 
eyes even before he begins speaking. 


“| respect you more than anything. | really do. I’m sure it 
doesn’t look like it right now, but you have to trust me. 
Okay?” 


| do nothing. 

“We don’t even know the enemy we're fighting and we’re 
fighting a clock when it comes to getting your parents back. 
Time is not on our side so | just have to take over and you 
have to go with it. I’m sorry, but that’s the way it is and the 
way it’s gonna be,” he says kissing me on the forehead and 
going back to doing whatever he was doing. 


| watch as he pulls a cheap phone out of a package and 
scratches off the code of what must be mobile phone credit. 


“What if | don’t want to go with it?” 
“You don’t have a choice.” 
“So you're kidnapping me? Holding me hostage?” 


“That’s right,” he says as casually as if | just asked him what 
he wants for dinner. 


“And you don’t see a problem with that?” 


“What | see a problem with is finding your father and telling 
the man that entrusted me with your care when you were 
just a baby, and upon which promise | fully delivered, that 
now that you’re an adult that | can no longer protect you. 
Tell him that you tried to do things your own way and paid 
the ultimate price. That | have to look him in the eye and 
give him the news that his child is dead because an 
untrained eighteen-year-old went rogue.” 


“So you think I’m just a kid?” 


“I think you have a very bright future and it’s one | want to 
be fully included in, but first and foremost it’s my 
responsibility to make sure you even have a shot at that 
future in the first place.” He pauses. “If you don’t start 
eating that stuff in the next few seconds | will.” 


My eyes linger on him as he puts the battery in the phone 
and goes about doing what he’s doing. I’m not sure if the 
whole line about the food is his way of trying to end the 

conversation or not, but I’m not sure I’m going to fall for it. 


Until he grabs one of the energy bars, peels back the 
wrapper, and takes a bite right out of it. 


“Hey!” I say. “That’s mine.” 
“Then eat it,” he says sitting it down in my lap. 


| knew Luka was a take-charge kind of guy from the stories | 
heard from my dad and the memories | had of him, but | 
didn’t know it was quite like this. In a world where people 
spend so much of their day making decisions to the point 
that it’s tiring, there’s something oddly refreshing about a 


man who just says, “Hey, kick off your shoes and relax and 
I’m going to take care of everything...literally everything. 
Here, | even brought you something to eat.” 


Now Luka didn’t come anywhere near using that kind of 
language, nor did he bring me a four-course meal, but he did 
what needed to be done...in his own way. 


And maybe | need to just respect that and go with it. | mean 
| did just allow him to take me with his mouth, something 
that no one else has ever done. Heck, no one’s even ever 
seen me with my clothes off. 


And watching the way that his desire for me reduced him to 
a feral beast was more than breathtaking. 


But that’s no excuse for him trying to be controlling. 


Then again if your house was on fire would you try and tell 
the fireman how to put out the blaze or which rooms to run 
in first, especially when you’re still trying to remember what 
happened to get you to this point and you don’t really know 
what’s going on? 


No, you trust the person who was trained to do this and 
that’s exactly what Luka is. 


| watch as he makes a call and then places his hand to his 
mouth, cupping the end of the phone by his mouth as he 
walks into the bathroom so I can’t hear what he’s talking 
about. 


| wish he’d give me more information, but | guess he’s trying 
to protect me...again in his own way. 


I’ve wanted Luka for a couple years now and now that he’s 
here | want him even more, but there is something 
frustrating about how this is all unfolding. 


Luka walks out of the bathroom. “I’m gonna drink that 
Gatorade next,” he says. 


| reach for it and take a swig. 

“How are you feeling?” he says sitting down on the edge of 
the bed next to me. He goes from bossy to tender so fast it’s 
shocking. 

“Better,” | say. 

“Don’t worry, Little Lia. This will all be over soon and 
everyone can get on with their lives. You can go to a great 
school, your parents can go back to enjoying their pseudo- 
retirement, and | can go back to Chicago...with you.” 

“With me?” 

“When did | ever leave you behind?” 

He’s got a point. 

“I Know some people at Northwestern. A couple of them owe 
me professional favors that I’ve been sitting on for awhile. 
I’m going to call them in and you’re getting into that 
university.” 


“Northwestern you mean?” 


“That’s the one you want right?” 


“They do have a really great psychology department and 
program.” 


“Then that’s where you’re going to go.” 
“I’m not sure my parents can afford it.” 


“| owe your dad everything. He won’t pay a single penny. 
You'll be good to go. Don’t even sweat it.” 


“How can you be so sure?” | say taking the sliced meat out 
of the package, rolling it, and biting off a piece. | feel like 
this is some kind of impromptu, totally unprepared camping 
meal. 


“Because I’m sure about us and us means | do whatever it 
takes to make you happy and put you in a position to 
succeed in this life, with or without me. And you’re 
definitely going to be with me. There’s no question about 
that. But I know you have your own hopes and dreams and | 
want to see you achieve those.” 


“It takes more than that to get into a top university, 
graduate, and get a good job.” 


“I know. Your dad was bragging about your grades and your 
accomplishments at dinner last night. It won’t take me but 
thirty seconds to run that laundry list of success stories by 
my people and you'll be a shoe-in.” 

“Your people?” | ask, a smile cracking my face. 


“My people but there’s only one my person...and that’s you.” 


He leans in and kisses me gently on the lips just before his 
phone rings. 


“I have to take this,” he says. “Don’t go anywhere.” 


“Do | have a choice?” | say looking at the door and the 
deadbolt and knob lock that are firmly secured. 


He looks at me shaking his head as he pushes a button on 
the phone and brings it up to his ear. 


“Whatcha got for me, Sarge?” 


CHAPTER 10 


Lia 


| feel Luka’s chest moving against my back as he holds me 
in bed a few hours later. 


| try and lean for the Gatorade without disturbing him, but of 
course he wakes right up...kind of. 


His eyes stay closed but | feel his grip on me tighten as he 
pulls my body back into his and I can’t help but smile. 


After a couple of attempts I’m able to grab the bottle and 
even bring it to my lips and drink without spilling any on the 
Sheets. After! put it back I think about just how incredible 
this feels. 


| should be absolutely freaking out right now, but strangely 
I’m not. I’m actually so calm | feel like the worst daughter in 
the world, but there’s just something about Luka promising 
me that come this time tomorrow everything will be okay 
that | believe, even though it sounded kind of far fetched at 
first. 


And what sounded even worse was when he came out of the 
bathroom after that call and the first thing he asked me was 
if | wanted to go to an underwater art exhibition. 


| wanted to literally slap him | thought he was being so 
careless and callous, until he told me how tomorrow will 
unfold. 


Apparently his friend at the police station in Chicago did 
some digging and found a Cuban guy that my dad locked up 
a number of years ago. He was eligible for parole review and 
it was granted, mostly do to prison overcrowding. He gets 
released tomorrow. 


Once his parole was set to be approved the first thing he set 
out to do was get revenge on my dad. 


Luka said that this guy always has the same m.o. He wants 
his victims brought to him in perfect condition so he can be 
the one that puts that first mark on them, that first cut. 
Apparently he’s known for that. 


And as messed up as that sounds that means that my 
parents are untouched at this point. At least that’s what 
Luka said as if it was the most normal thing in the world and 
he was so sure of it. 


At that point | asked him some questions about criminal 
psychology and for what had to be an hour he basically gave 
me a free class, condensing everything he’s learned about 
the criminal mind into bite size pieces | could digest. 


| was fascinated, both from a psychological point of view, 
and even more so how sure Luka was in his profile of this 


guy. 


He said guys like this follow patterns and they’re OCD and 
don’t deviate. Deviation would throw everything off and 
they absolutely hate that. It’s one of the ways they caught 
him in the first place. He has a schedule and a way of doing 
things that he adheres to. 


And it’s how Luka’s going to catch him tomorrow. 


And the part that did make me feel a lot better is apparently 
he’s wanted in Mexico as well so Luka was able to team up 
with some of the Federales and they’re going to work this 
case with him. They’re going to be there to make their 
presence official as Luka can’t as he’s out of his jurisdiction. 


Luka said the way this will play out is that he’ll be captured 
tomorrow by the Mexican authorities, tried in Mexico, and 
sent to their prisons. He said this is actually better than him 
serving time in the States because there are a lot of people 
in the Mexican prisons that he’s pissed off to the point that 
his time being upright and breathing air once he gets inside 
will be very short lived. 


The whole thing was so fascinating, like it was a chessboard 
and Luka could see all the moves before they were even 
going to happen. But the most impressive move is the one 
he saved for last. 


He explained that this Cuban guy wouldn’t go from Miami, 
where he'll be let out, directly to Isla Mujeres, where Luka is 
sure my parents are being held. 


What he'll do is go to Cuba first where he'll have a 
speedboat waiting and then he'll take an arc to Isla Mujeres 
on a boat that will switch out a Cuban flag for a Mexican 
one. 


| look at the cheap alarm clock on the nightstand and see 
that it’s already past midnight, which is the time this Cuban 
guy, Chago, was released. 


Apparently Chago is a nickname for Santiago, but if you ask 
me it sounds way too close for comfort to El Chapo...and I’ve 
heard what he’s capable of. 


So where does my attendance at some underwater art 
exhibition come in? 


Well, apparently there’s something called the Cancun 
Underwater Museum. This underwater museum is composed 
of five hundred life-sized figures designed by a British 

artist. It can only be viewed underwater as the sculptures sit 
on the seafloor at a depth of twenty-eight feet just off Isla 
Mujeres at a location called Manchones Reef. 


So while all this chaos is happening on the island, Luka 
wants me to go scuba diving and check out a one of a kind 
art exhibition. 

This has got to be the craziest thing I’ve ever heard. 


And also the most ingenious. 


He explained that this is the best way to keep me close to 
him, but totally out of harm. 


When I asked him if that’s basically his way of making sure | 
stay his captive he said “absolutely” without batting an eye. 


What started off as something that really made me mad is 
now suddenly endearing, as unbelievable as it sounds. 


Luka said the only wildcard that could mess this thing up is 
if the Mexican Federales tip off the Cubans once they land. 


But of course he has that covered too. 
Luka has tipped off Los Zetas, who are the syndicate to the 


one run by Dona Lety, who did a lot of business with Chago 
in the past. 


So basically if the cops somehow don’t get Chago or if they 
even try and tip him off, Los Zetas will. 


And Luka already warned them if they touch what he wants, 
my parents, the wrath of the Mexican military will come 
down on the island so hard they'll have no chance of ever 
escaping. 


So at this point it’s pretty clear to me that Luka is playing 
chess when everyone else is playing checkers...or maybe 
even marbles. 


The psychology of it all is fascinating, as | lie awake trying to 
find holes in his plan but keep coming up empty. 


And another of his plans seems equally as rock solid. 


He asked me what | thought about Chicago and if I’d like to 
come live with him there while | go to school. 


| like that once he outlined his entire plan and feels like it’s 
simply a matter of executing and now that he knows my 
family and I will be safe soon he’s not as controlling as he 
was at first. 


And of course | couldn’t control myself and my excitement 
when he asked me. 


Which leads me to believe he just might ask me the most 
important question of all, once he has a chance to speak to 
my dad first. 


Luka mumbles something in his sleep and my mind shifts 
from thinking about him to trying to understand what he 
Said. 


I'd swear | heard my name in that incoherent babble just 
now and l'Il tease him about it tomorrow. 


But | certainly won’t be teasing him about what | feel poking 
me in the behind right now. 


| know from biology class that men produce testosterone at 
night and it’s pretty clear that Luka’s got one heck of a 
production factory. 


And I’m more than ready to be his one and only client. 


It might be a bad pun that passes through my mind but 
what’s most important is how much I’m enjoying passing 
this time with him. 


The calm before the storm, but because of his intellect, 
ability to see so many steps ahead, and his preparation 
there will be no storm. 


And that’s one of the reasons | know a future with him will 
be just as promising, fulfilling, and most of all...safe. 


As long as | stay right where | am and right where | belong... 
Captive in his arms. 


CHAPTER 11 


Luka 


The next day 


| bring the binoculars to my eyes and see the boat coming 
straight at us. No question it must have come from Cuba. 


My earbud crackles with activity as we all do a check into 
our tiny mics, which have been sewn into our shirts. 


Yep. Mexican flag on it just as expected. 


The drone operator moves his tracking drone into position 
and we all watch a few minutes later as the boat lands. 


We've got guys working right at the seaside pretending to 
be coffee shop employees. We've got guys lying on the 
beach pretending to tan. We've got guys on the street. 
Basically we’ve got eyes and ears everywhere. 


A visual confirmation on Chago comes over the sound wave 
and we see he’s got two guys with him and one guy stays 
back with the boat. 


He’s making this too easy. 


The state of the art drone moves higher in the sky to avoid 
detection but we keep it right on him as he turns some 
corners and a few minutes later he’s arriving at a building. 
The door opens before he even knocks. We're right on his 
tail, still undetected. 


The drone ducks down and with heat seeking technology we 
see where the bodies are in the building. 


“Take the house. Now!” | say and we storm in right behind 
him and before Chago and his crew can even raise their 
guns we've already got scopes on them. 


Wisely, but surprisingly, they put their weapons down. 


“We're just here to pick up some cargo, officers,” one of the 
men says. 


| run around the side, unarmed, and see my best friend and 
his wife gagged and tied up to two chairs. They don’t look 
their best, but they also don’t look like they’ve been harmed 
either. 


| pull the gags out and both Nick and Kate take what looks 
like their first big breaths of air in awhile. 


“Where’s Lia?” they ask simultaneously. 
“I’ve got her. She’s safe.” 


“You're here, Luka!” her dad says. “So you don’t have her. 
Where is she?” 


| get him untied and tell him l'Il explain outside just in case 
we've got anybody playing for the other team. You never 
know who's infiltrated your ranks. 


But this seems to be going off without a hitch...so far. 


The Mexican authorities do a great job of taking over from 
there, but I’m not taking any chances...and I’m not done. 


“Ask him who took the girl,” | say after we get the guys 
separated. We're trying to get one to snitch and after one of 
the Federales shows me how they do it down here, by 
pretending to play Russian roulette with one of the victims, 
he quickly coughs up who he claims to be the one who took 
Lia. 


| march right over to him and | can already see the look on 
his face, but | want to make sure. | go through his pockets 
and what do you know...he’s got scopolamine inside a piece 
of cardboard which he’s folded flat about four times. It’s no 
bigger than the size of a quarter and fits perfectly in that 
little fifth pocket in the front right of his jeans. 


“You take her?” | ask. 


“Wouldn’t you like to know, pig,” he says, and it’s nota 
question. 


He sees how angry I’m getting and probably realizes his fate 
is sealed already so he goes for the jugular. 


“You know what | was going to do to her? | was going to—“ 


My fist comes down hard across his jaw and blood spurts 
across the floor. 


| kick him right in the face and then grab him by the cuffs 
and take him outside and around the corner where | throw 
him against the wall. 


He slides along the wall into a seated position and I try my 
damn best to keep my cool. | have to remember that this 
isn’t my jurisdiction and people are watching just around the 
corner. People that | don’t really know. 


| make a pigeon sound and a man nods at me from a balcony 
just down the street. 


| wait until | see him step onto the street and light up a 
cigarette. 


“Okay, you’re free to go!” | announce loudly, as | uncuff him. 


“What. You ain’t even gonna do shit to me? You area 
pussy,” he says as | drop him one last time with a big 
uppercut. 


| nod at the man with the cigarette and he nods back. Then 
| step around the building and out of sight. 


A few seconds later you can hear Spanish pleas being yelled 
from across the island | would guess, but not one of us 
budges. 


As much as | wanted to finish him off myself it’s better to let 
the rival gang, Los Zetas, handle it. 


Everybody stares at me, giving me the alibi | need and most 
importantly I’m still a free man. 


Which means | get what | want the most. Lia. 


| can’t be locked up and have my woman, and that’s all that 
matters now. 


| escort Nick and Kate out of the building and over to the 
other side of the island. | put on the scuba gear and dive 
down to almost twenty-eight feet, seeing my woman there 
taking in this incredible display of art. 


But no matter how original, beautiful, and unique it is it 
could never compare to her. 


| swim over to her and touch my dive mask to hers, our 
“kiss” that was the code for everything is okay and we can 
surface now. 


We take our time, making sure her body has time to adjust. 


When she comes out of the water her parents are already 
hugging her before she has her equipment off. 


“Let her get some air,” | Say. 


“She’s got a whole tank of it right there on her back,” Nick 
says. 


We all smile and I just take in the sight of my most important 
assignment ever. The one | wasn’t even technically here for. 
I’m off the books. A ghost. 


But now it’s time to get back to Chicago, with my woman, 
and get her books of a different kind. 


Psychology textbooks so she can pursue her dream...under 
my watchful eye and protection. 


Always. 


CHAPTER 12 


Luka 


One week later 


“Have you thought about where you'll head next?” | ask as | 
take a drink from my water bottle. 


“Yeah, we've got it all sorted already,” Nick says as he bangs 
out pull-ups at Calisthenics Park on N Lake Shore Drive in 
Chicago. 


“You’re done with Mexico for now, right?” 


“Loved my time there, but probably not worth it now. Too 
much risk for me and my family.” 


“| hear ya,” | say. I’m impressed Nick can carry on a 
conversation at forty-five years old while knocking out a 
dozen pull-ups. 


“Next set,” he says. 


| jump up on the pull-up bar and start in on another twenty- 
five. 


“Where did you decide on?” 


“Portugal. A couple can easily find a four-bedroom four-bath 
home just outside of Lisbon for a thousand bucks a month. 
English is widely spoken. The Lisbon airport has flights all 
over the continent. Health care is remarkably affordable. 


And most importantly they have some great universities 
there for Lia,” he says. 


Now’s my chance. 

“Yeah, I’ve been wanting to talk to you about that.” 
“About Lia?” 

“About her and her future.” 


| quickly power through the last of my pull-ups and descend 
the bar. 


| wait until Nick gets in position on the bar before | 
continue. He must sense something because he hasn’t said 
a word. Hasn’t asked me what I’m talking about. Hasn’t 
said anything that would tip his hand that he already knows 
what’s coming his way right now. Nothing. 


“She wants to study psychology and Northwestern right here 
has one of the top programs for that. 


“I know. We're on a limited budget though and even if she 
got a scholarship it would still be out of our price range.” He 
does another pull up and then pauses at the top. “How in 
the hell can kids go there when the all-in average annual 
cost is nearly seventy thousand these days? Unreal.” 


He lowers himself down and finishes his set. 
“Dip bars?” he asks. 
“Sure.” And this is where I’m going to either make a 


complete dip shit of myself or dip my toes in the water 
painting a picture for him of what might be. 


“I Know some people at the university,” | say. 
“Okay.” 


“And | can get her in. Full ride, but she has to keep her 
grades up of course.” 


Nick’s dip bars wobble and he quickly comes down, his feet 
on the floor. 


“You can get Lia a full ride at Northwestern?” 

“I can and | will.” 

“That must be a big favor to call in, Luka. | don’t know who 
you know but maybe you want to save that one for yourself. 
Whatever you did must have been big and it’s good to keep 
that one in your back pocket.” 


“lam calling it in for myself.” 


He looks at me like he’s completely confused then puts his 
hands on his hips. “I don’t follow you.” 


“| want Lia for myself. | want to marry her.” 


One second ago Nick was breathing hard, now he’s not 
breathing at all. 


“Maybe we should sit down,” he says pointing over to the 
gravel path that flanks the street. 


CHAPTER 13 


Lia 
The next day 
“My dad said you guys were over this way yesterday,” | say. 


“We were. Less than a mile north from here at the 
calisthenics park,” Luka says 


“Talk about anything interesting?” 


“A thing or two. Okay, we’re here,” Luka says motioning to 
the side. 


| look to my side and see a semi-hidden gate and the sounds 
of birds singing. It looks like it’s almost a refuge from the 
sounds and hustle and bustle of the city. 


Luka holds the gate open for me and my mouth falls open 
right after. “Wow,” | say when | see this incredibly romantic 
prairie-style park and hear a gentle waterfall. “Where are 
we?” 


“It’s called Alfred Caldwell Lily Pool. He was a student of a 
guy by the name of Jens Jenson who designed the entire 
west side park system of Chicago. He also mentored under 
Frank Lloyd Wright.” 


“And coming here was the right decision, that’s for sure!” | 
say, Still taking the place in. 


We follow a stone walkway which encircles the lily pool and 
discover a pavilion, a “council ring,” and a whole bunch of 
different kinds of plants. 


“These council rings and friendship circles, as they’re called, 
were made with circular benches so no position would feel 
superior to the other.” 


“I like that concept.” 


“I do too. And how are these stepping-stone limestone 
paths?” he says pointing out the beautiful path we’re 
walking along. 


“Luka, this is perfect. How did you find it?” 


“The same way | found you. It was right there in front of me 
the whole time. | just had to open my eyes.” 


He’s right. | know he met my dad right in this spot years 
ago and he still works out around here to this day. But me? 


| look across the lily pond imagining how perfect it would 
be...how romantic...nah, | think to myself and spin back 
around but suddenly Luka’s gone! What the? 


Then my eyes drift down and | realize he’s just off to the side 
of me...on one knee. 


“Oh my god,” | say as goose bumps cover my body. 


“I told you you were mine. | told you | wanted to help you 
fulfill your dream and pursue the education and career path 
you want, because that’s what | want. | want to see you 
happy each and every day because that makes me happy.” 


| feel my hands shaking as I bring them up to my face. | 
bend my knees so they don’t lock up and | pass out right 
into the lily pond. 


“| made a few phone calls and you’ve got a full ride to 
Northwestern, right here in Chicago. You have to keep your 
grades up all four years, but if you do you won’t need to pay 
a penny...not even for books. 


And you asked me what | spoke to your dad about 
yesterday? Well | told him my plans with you and asked for 
his blessing...” 


“And?” | ask. 


“He said he can’t wait to welcome me into the family 
officially as his son...in-law of course, but he’s all for it. He 
gave me his complete blessing. We even spoke about him 
walking you down the aisle. But before we get a head of 
ourselves there’s something that needs to happen first.” 


He reaches behind his back and when his big hands come 
forward he’s holding a tiny black felt box. He opens it 
towards me and all | see is an amazing ring...and thoughts 
of us together. 


“This is my city that | serve and protect, but there’s no one | 
want to serve and protect more than you as we make this 
city ours...together. Make me the happiest man in the 
world. Will you marry me?” 


| look down there at him and feel my entire body shaking. | 
can’t believe this is happening and | want this moment to 
last forever. But | also want our future together to start 
immediately. 


“Yes,” | say, but the word is barely audible. “Yes!” | say and 
hear my word echo across the top of the water and then 
disappear forever...just like the length of time his love for 
me will last. Forever and always. 


He slides the ring on my finger and then stands and his lips 
come crashing down on mine. 


He takes my hips in his hands and | feel my feet come off the 
ground as he spins me around a few times before he scoops 
me up and carries me to the “friendship circle,” where he 
holds me in his lap and tells me we're going to be best 
friends on completely equal footing, and a whole lot more, 
forever. 


| love his old school way of asking my dad for my hand first, 
mixed with his progressive attitude that we’re both equals... 
exactly as it should be. 

He says that good judgment comes from experience and 
experience comes from bad judgment. And he’ll do his best 
to make sure | don’t repeat the mistakes he made so | can 
live my best life. 


To which | reply of course that my best life is always with 
him. 


“Best friend. Lover. My everything,” he says. 
“AS you are mine,” | Say. 
“And that’s why I love you.” 


“And | love you.” 


He leans in and kisses me as l'm still on his lap on the 
friendship circle. 


“Ready to go see about that whole lovers part?” he asks. 
“I thought you’d never ask,” | say. 


He gives me a sexy smirk and then another of what I love 
most...his kiss on my lips. 


CHAPTER 14 


Lia 


Luka hails a cab and we follow the waterfront for about 
fifteen minutes, although it could have been a minute ora 
year for all | know. I’ve totally lost track of time. 


“Right here!” Luka calls out to the cab driver and he quickly 
pulls over. “We just need one full minute,” he says as he 
helps me out of the car. 


“The bean!” | say referring to Cloud Gate, the stainless steel 
sculpture that is inspired by liquid mercury that reflects and 
distorts the city’s skyline. 


We take pictures goofing around in the reflection, of course 
in a lot of them we're kissing. In one my tongue looks like 
it’s ten feet tall and I’m licking a tiny Luka. In another he 
looks like a Tyrannosaurus Rex and he’s about to eat me. 
Hopefully he’s foreshadowing what’s to come later in the 
bedroom. 


We jump back in the cab and only a few minutes later we 
jump back out at the Museum of Contemporary Art. 


“It’s so beautiful,” | say. 


“You belong in there, but there’s no way they can afford 
you. Plus l’d never let you be on display. You’re mine and 
only mine,” he says as he takes my hand and we begin 
walking down the street. 


| feel so beautiful and light that I’m literally skipping with 
my tiny hand in his. 


“Where are we headed?” 
“Can you guess?” 


“No clue, but | know it’s gonna be good because I’m with 
you,” | Say. 


“I like your poetry. You’ve got natural talent,” he says. | 
didn’t even realize I’d rhymed. 


Just a few more skips and some steps over the crack in the 
sidewalk and we’re smack dab in the middle of Chicago’s 
fancy commercial district known as the Magnificent Mile. 
Real estate is coveted like crazy here and the prices are 
astronomical. 


And for good reason. It’s absolutely beautiful down here. 
Suddenly | see stone Chinese lions guarding the entrance to 
a building...one of the most famous ones in town and | know 
right away were we are. 

My breath catches and | cross my fingers in my hand that 
isn’t in his hoping...wishing...when suddenly Luka’s hip finds 
mine and he playfully bumps me towards the entrance. 


“Yes!” | say. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” 


| literally jump to kiss him but I miss. He stops and bends 
down for me and we kiss as my body melts into his. 


And then we kiss some more. 


After our lip lock reluctantly ends, for the time being, two 
stylish doormen in distinctive white uniforms and white 
caps, that The Peninsula Hotel is famous for, open the door 
and greet us. 


They smile and Luka smiles back, but when he turns to look 
at me | make sure | have a somber face and I’m not making 
eye contact with them. 


Luka faces back forward as we continue to walk and | let out 
a little giggle. He doesn’t even want the hotel door men 
looking at me...as if they could even come close to 
comparing to my man. 


The first thing I notice as we enter is the Art Deco style that 
fills the public spaces. | see gold sconces glitter over buffed 
marble floors. Somehow there are even breezy palm trees, 

which is crazy especially considering the time of year, anda 
few guests relax underneath them in plush oval-back chairs. 


There are beautiful paintings in heavy gilt frames. | love 
that it’s elegant in a classic way. | feel like I’ve stepped into 
a vintage postcard from the days of French Indochina. 


Or make that Hollywood when I catch a glimpse of a couple 
movie stars in the lobby. Wait. | read the sign closer. It’s 
not just a lobby. It’s a Michelin star restaurant. 


Good grief they thought of everything in this place and to 
think we’re rubbing elbows with actors and other VIPs is 
pretty cool. 


Life doesn’t get better than this, and it’s not because of the 
hotel...although that sure does help. 


It’s all about the company and who l'Il share the room with 
this evening and into the morning. Who l'Il wake up next to 
in the morning, the first thing either of us see as the soft 
morning light comes in and caresses our skin, refreshed from 
a night of sleeping on what will surely be the nicest bed of 
my life...not that | plan on sleeping much. 


“Can | arrange any tickets to a show, a cruise, or anything 
else you might be interested in?” 


| turn to see a concierge smiling at me ready to help. “A 
show? That sounds nice.” 


Suddenly | feel Luka’s hand take mine as he whisks me 
toward the elevator. 


“Don’t forget about the chocolate buffet!” the concierge 
Calls out. 


“Whaaaaat? Are you kidding me?” 


A bellhop takes us up to our room and the moment he opens 
the door for us this whirlwind of opulence just continues. 


| feel like | stepped inside no more than three minutes ago 
and | still haven’t caught my breath at all the visuals and 
the offerings and just the staff and people that visit a place 
like this. 


“You could run a small military command center with all the 
technology they have in here,” | say somewhat to myself, 
but Luka picks up on it just after he tips the bellhop and the 
door shuts. 


“Well the only thing my thoughts are going to be centered 
on are you,” he says as his arms wrap around me from 


behind. “And your every wish, or command, will be happily 
filled by me, or the staff, depending.” 


“What an incredible night this is going to be.” 
“You mean nights,” Luka says. 


| spin around and look up at him in shock, my head and neck 
recoiling back. “Nights? With an s?” 


“You only get engaged once...so we might as well stay here 
twice...in a row.” 


“I may be a poet, but that sounds like some sort of haiku or 
something,” | tease. 


He scoops me up in his arms and his lips find mine 
immediately. 


“Let’s check out the room,” | say, my eyebrows raising and 
my head nodding. 


| take his hand and we quickly move toward the floor-to- 
ceiling windows with truly jaw-dropping skyline views. 


“It’s so beautiful,” | say. 

“| couldn’t have said it better myself.” 

| just stare out the window taking in the sight of the city 
when suddenly | turn to see him staring at me, with that 
sexy-as-hell smirk on his face. 

“Wait. Were you talking about...?” | wrap him up in yet 


another hug followed by more kisses on the most romantic 
day of my life...by far. 


| turn back into the room and admire the feng shui decor 
that is nothing short of glamorous, yet perfectly 
approachable for both male and female guests alike. The 
interiors are creamy white leather with ebony wood. There’s 
a king-sized bed, a huge television, a window-side dining 
table, armchair and even a lounge area. 


“If the room is this incredible imagine the bathroom,” | say. 


| prepare to have my mind blown again when we step inside 
the bathroom and I’m not disappointed one bit. They're 
decked out in marble and there’s even a television to watch 
while you soak. They even have a separate shower so | 
could soak all day if | wanted and not get in his way. 


But of course why would | want to soak alone? 


| kick off my shoes and dive onto the bed, pulling back the 
comforter to find Pratesi linens. 


“Did you have to take out a loan to afford this place?” | ask. 
“I’m sorry,” | say, jumping off the bed and darting across the 
room to him. “That question was rude it’s just that I’m so, so 
blown away.” 


“It doesn’t matter what it cost when the one you’re with is 
priceless,” he says. 


“Are you sure? We can cancel the second night. It’s okay 
with me.” 


“Are you crazy, woman,” he says with a funny face. “I’m 
staying here two nights with or without you!” he says before 
playfully poking me all over in the ribs. 


| can stop laughing and he takes my hand. 
“Now it’s my turn,” he says. “Let’s go check out the spa.” 
“You're interested in the spa?” 


“I’m interested in spending every minute of these next two 
days with you...” 


“I hear a but in there somewhere,” | say. 

“But,” he says reaching his arm around and slapping me on 
the behind. “I’d be a fool not to at least see this ESPN spa 
for men they have.” 

“ESPN spa? Isn’t that an oxymoron?” 


“Let’s go find out.” 


Luka takes my hand and we head to the elevators and get 
off on the nineteenth floor. 


“Can | help you?” 

“Just checking out the spa,” we Say. 

“Which one?” 

Oh my god. Is this place amazing or what? 

We come to find out there is literally a receptionist on every 
floor of the hotel and the entire nineteenth and twentieth 


floors are dedicated to their spas which contain things like 
hot stone massages, facial peels, and Himalayan salt scrubs. 


We take a look at the twenty-five meter pool on the 
nineteenth floor imagining the fun we could have in there. 
The pool actually offers the best views through their floor-to- 
ceiling windows. 


We find the ESPN spa which has a very Zen vibe to go its up- 
to-the-minute treatments. It adjoins the pool up on the 
twentieth floor. There’s an entire wall of windows next to it 
allowing you to swim laps while ogling the architecture. 


“Incredible,” | say. “Best hotel ever.” 

Luka asks the receptionist for the time. 

“Surely we’re not on a schedule are we?” 

“Only for this one thing we'll do next,” he says. 

A few minutes later we're sitting down at the bar, but more 
importantly we have the highly coveted table in front of the 
fireplace. Luka reserved it, which I’m guessing that you 


technically can’t do, but somehow he did. 


He planned all this down to the very last detail, making it 
perfect for us. 


And after we finish our drinks the term us is going to have 
an entirely different meaning, when we join as one ina 
different way for the very first time. 


CHAPTER 15 


Lia 


An hour later | step out of the shower and slide into my 
bathrobe and slippers. 


| want to just put on a dab of the L Occitane moisturizer but 
Luka insisted | come out of the shower one hundred percent 
natural. He wants me just the way | am and that’s what I’m 
going to give him. 


Not to mention he took a shower before me and | know he’s 
out there on the bed in his own bathrobe waiting for me 
equally as natural. 


| smile at the knowledge that I’m seconds away from 
becoming a woman as | step outside of the bathroom to his 
hungry eyes. 


He slides up on the bed taking in the sight of me like I’m a 
meal he’s prepared to feast on. 


“You look perfect,” he says. “As you always do.” 

“Thank you,” | say taking a step towards him. 

He raises his hand motioning for me to stop. Then all his 
fingers fall to his palm with the exception of his index finger 


which he spins in a circle. 


| move around keeping my neck turned so! can keep my 
eyes focused on him until the last second when | complete 


my rotation. 
| see a desire in his gaze that is only intensifying. 
“Now do it again...without the robe.” 


| untie the robe, but it doesn’t quite fall open. | watch his 
eyes move towards my middle, but the robe catches and I’m 
still covered. 


My hands come up, grabbing the inside of the robe by my 
chest and | move it back and over my shoulders allowing it 
to fall to the ground. 


| see his cock jerk underneath his own robe as he sits up 
completely now and leans forward. 


“Spin. Slowly,” he says. 


| move around one, kind of robotically and then do it again, 
but this time with my arms out. The third time I try and 
literally spin around like I’m a ballerina or a princess 
because that’s exactly how | feel. 


“We came here to make love and that’s exactly what we’re 
going to do,” he says as he slides off the bed and his feet hit 
the floor. “But that might not be what happens first, no 
matter how much I’m going to try,” he says. 


He removes his robe and | see his thick, bulging cock for the 
first time and wonder how he’s going to get all of that inside 
me. 


“But I’m not going to be able to control myself,” he says. “l 
want you too much, and not just now. Always,” he says as 
he nears me and | feel my body shaking just a bit. 


“Are you nervous,” he asks as he brings his hand up to my 
cheek but then pauses just before the tips of his fingers 
graze it. 


“I want to please you and get pleasure at the same time.” 


“We will, Little Lia,” he says his hand resuming it’s motion as 
he makes contact with my skin. 


“But | don’t have any experience doing this. It’s my first 
time.” 


As | started to say the words his hand moved into my hair 
and when | say “first time” | feel his flowing hand along my 
scalp twitch and actually grip me. 


“I have to be honest with you too,” he says. “I’ve been so 
busy working my way up at the police station, working on 
staying in shape, and keeping the city safe...just that anda 
whole lot more that | never spent the night with a woman. | 
never even looked for one or tried. All these years | was 
focused on myself and buried deep in my own world. The 
thought of a woman or a relationship didn’t even occur to 
me. | knew if it was meant to be it would just happen one 
day. And that day is now.” 


I’m shocked at his words. How could a man with a body like 
this...one who is so strong yet so caring and gentle at the 
same time... How could | be his first? 


But | absolutely believe him even though I can barely 
believe my lucky stars. 


| reach out my hand and put it on his abdominals, the tips of 
my fingers tracing their groves as | let gravity guide my 


hand down. 


“So you're telling me that this,” | say as | arrive at his cock, 
trying to wrap my little hand around it as best | can even 
though he’s too thick, “is mine and only mine?” 


“Forever,” he says. 

| slide my hand up his shaft and the minute | make contact 
with the head of his dick his arms wrap around me, grabbing 
my ass as he pulls me in tight and his lips come crashing 
down on mine. 


| feel his cock pointing due north as it presses into my body 
and is forced deeper into my palm. 


He squeezes my globes hard lifting me off the ground and 
suddenly | feel my back hit the wall. 


“You've unleashed the beast and | can’t control what 
happens next,” he says. 


“| don’t want control. | want you,” | Say. 

A growl escapes his lips as my legs wrap around his back 
and my hands find the back of his head, pulling his kiss 
deeper into mine. 


| feel my back come off the wall and we’re moving. 


Suddenly he’s falling towards me and my fall is broken by 
the fluffy bed. 


He’s hovering over me. Mounted on top of me as he cups 
my jawline and pulls back, admiring my face. 


“You're so fucking beautiful,” he says before he dives 
forward kissing me hard. 


My lips part and his tongue slides right in. My tongue finds 
his and suddenly we're face fucking making the French kiss 
look like child’s play. 


His hand finds my breast as he squeezes it before kneading 
it. My nipple is deep in-between two of his fingers getting 
direct skin contact on three sides. 


It was pebbled long ago, but it finds a new height | didn’t 
even know it was capable of. 


But just as quickly as it appears it disappears, under his 
hungry mouth. 


| feel him flick the tip as my entire areola is submerged in 
his mouth. My back arches and his other hand slides 
underneath me pressing right in the middle of my back 
against all those nerves along my spine, only heightening 
the experience as blood races through my veins. 


He presses my chest harder into his mouth, before releasing, 
filling the room with a popping sound as the vacuum seal of 
his mouth and my tit is broken. 


| miss his moist mouth on my skin already, but | don’t have 
to wait long to feel him again. 


His lips come crashing down on my other breast. 
| reach for his cock, finding the giant beast easily and begin 


stroking it imaging how it’s going to feel when it’s deep 
inside me. 


His mouth moves from my nipple down along my body as he 
kisses a trail down to my stomach and across my abdomen. 


Out of nowhere | feel a cupped palm take my cunt 
possessively, applying pressure with the heel of his palm 
right on my hole. 


“Oh my god,” | Say. 


His other hand moves to my arm which he holds out like a 
piece of meat, but instead of devouring it he peppers it with 
gentle kisses all down its length, the tenderness to his 
forcefulness. 


“|I need to be inside you. To claim you. To make you mine,” 
he says. 


“I want you inside me. | want to feel you. To feel your 
come,” | Say. 


He growls at my words and then snarls. I’m watching him 
lose control in real time right before my very eyes. 


Suddenly he grabs me by the hips and flips me over onto my 
stomach, my hand coming off his cock and damn do | ever 
want it back in my grip. 


An open hand comes down on my ass and then his other on 
my other globe as he works my ass meat in-between his 
fingers, kneading it like dough. 


His hands slide down and around from my ass to the outside 
of my thighs as his thumbs find the front of my legs. 


| feel my lower body rising quickly and put my elbows and 
forearms into the mattress as my legs shoot high, just before 


his tongue shoots inside my hole. 


He licks my pussy from behind from the top to the bottom 
and back up again. 


At first I’m embarrassed that he has an up and close view of 
my butthole, but when his tongue finds my nub and flicks it 
gently | realize he’s focused on other things. 


And that’s causing me to lose my ability to focus on 
anything. 


Anything other than the pleasure he’s giving me and how 
open he’s already got me. 


“Right there!” | cry out as his flicks my clit and slides two 
fingers inside me, opening me up even more. 


And when the tips of those fingers curl inside me it’s all | can 
handle. 


My body bucks forward wildly but he doesn’t lose his 
possessive grasp on my legs, nor his tongue its possessive 
grasp on my pussy. 


But it’s really more like a pull. Like he’s the one and only 
man magnet for my middle. Like he can command my cunt 
to his lips. 


And just like that he pulls a tidal wave of an orgasm from my 
body that has me writhing in his grasp as my body squirms, 
Shakes, and squirts. 


| hear him sucking and slurping up every drop before I’m 
flipped halfway around my back finding the mattress and 
then bouncing off it before settling into the softness. 


“You tasted so sweet. So perfect. Now I’m gonna fill that 
sweet pussy with the most powerful explosion of seed this 
world has ever know. I’m going to unleash my jets so deep 
in you and spray my seed so deep inside you it will be 
dripping out of you until next week. 


“Or not. 

“Because your body will suck it up like a sponge, taking it 
all, and making a perfect baby out of it. Perfect...just like 
you,” he says as he leans forward and runs his hand through 
my hair as he looks deep in my eyes. 


“There’s no going back once I’m inside you. You’re mine 
forever after this.” 


“I’m already yours,” | say. 


He takes my hand and places it on his shaft and then takes 
my other hand and stacks it on the first. 


Even my two hands together aren’t long enough to match 
his length. Not even close. 


He puts one of his hands over the top of both of mine. 


His other hand comes down just next to my pillow as he 
watches me. 


Suddenly he moves forward, kissing me softly and just as he 
slowly pulls his lips from mine he slides his cock in. 


“Uh,” we both moan together as | feel myself opening for the 
first time. His two fingers didn’t even count compared to 
this. 


| feel his hips slide back as my hands move to the sides of 
him, trying to will him back forward and deeper. 


And that’s exactly what he does. 
| can feel him in the nerve endings lining my walls as they 
stretch and spread, as the head of his cock dives deeper 


with each thrust until | feel it make contact with my spot. 


His thumb comes down and rubs my nub in circles while he 
slides in and out of me as his mouth devours my kisses. 


My entire world is spinning as he claims every part of my 
body...and my soul. 


My body relaxes into the experience, allowing him to take 
me until suddenly everything inside me contracts and | feel 
that now familiar wave rush over me. 

“I’m gonna come!” | say. 

He thrusts twice more and then stops, holding his dick inside 
me. | can feel his hips tipping forward getting his rod as far 
inside me as he can and suddenly he bathes me with his 
baby batter as | cover his cock with my cream. 


Everything freezes for a moment as the world stands still as 
my pussy becomes a fountain with no off switch. 


My body hitches, twist, writhes like I’m possessed by a spirit. 
And I am...his. 


And dammit if l'm not in possession of a child inside me after 
this. 


| feel his cock erupt once more, then twice, before he falls to 
the side half on me half off, his cock still buried deep. 


| try and catch my breath for the next few minutes and 
finally after what seems like ten or fifteen my body stills. 


“I’m a woman now. This is what it feels like to be a woman.” 


His face comes off the bed and he stares at me with an 
almost angry look. 


“You were always a woman...my woman. And the only one 
who will ever know what that feels like is me,” he 
commands. 


| wrap my arms around his neck and nuzzle my nose into the 
creak of his neck. 


“You couldn’t be more right about that,” | say. 


“Mine,” he growls as he pulls me in tight. 


EPILOGUE 


Luka 


One year later 
“I got her,” | say taking our newborn Liliana from my wife. 
“I won’t be back from class until tonight,” she says. 


“We'll be here waiting on mom. Won’t we?” I say looking 
down at our pride and joy. 


| swear she smiles at my words and then Lia quickly kisses 
her and then me and rushes out the door. 


“Just the two of us today, huh? What do you think? 
SportsCenter?” | ask, but I’m totally joking. 


But apparently she’s not as that smile disappears right away. 


“Yeah, you're right. I’d rather do some foot rattles and sing 
some songs for ya!” | say. 


Aaaaand the smiles comes right back. 


| take her to her crib and get her all settled in before | grab 
her feet. 


“Are ya ready, kiddo?” 


She just looks up at me in amusement. 


“| can’t hear you,” | say wiggling her foot. 

“Aye-aye, captain!” | say in a voice that’s a close to what | 
can imagine a three-month-old would sound like if she could 
talk. 

Now time for my favorite part. 


“Ooooooooooh. Who lives in a pineapple under the sea?” 


“SpongeBob SquarePants!” | say in my three-month-old 
voice. 


“Is this what happens when I’m gone all day?” 

| turn and see Lia in the doorway with a big grin on her face. 
“Look! Mom's back to play.” 

“I forgot my assignment,” she says. 

“Did you say ass and mine?” | say moving closer to her. 
“Luka! I have to get to class.” 

“And | have to get my hands on that sexy ass,” | say. 

“It’s not sexy. | just had a baby.” 


“What are you talking about? That makes it all the more 
Sexy.” 


“That’s not possible,” she says. Nor is her ability to resist as 
| grab a hold of her hips and pull her in close. 


“It’s not only possible it’s the truth. Your ass is sexy as hell 
as is the rest of your body. | love it as it is but to know you 
carried our baby girl in there for nine months...well, that just 
takes your sexiness to a whole nother level,” | say. 


“You're lying,” she says. 


“Does this look like I’m lying,” | say taking her backpack off 
and pulling her shirt up and over her head. 


“Why do you do this to me?” she asks. 


“Why do you do this to me?” | say putting her hand on my 
cock which is already raging, hungry for her. 


“Okay, but we have to make it fast,” she says. 


“Just looking at you and I’m already on edge, you know 
that,” | say yanking her pants down to mid-thigh and doing 
the same with mine. 


| enter her, pushing her against the wall and take her 
quickly, filling her with more of my come trying my hardest 
to get Liliana a sibling. 


We love our little girl so much and we settled in on a name 
immediately. 


Liliana is an Italian name and it translates to the word lily, 
just like the lily pool where we got engaged. 


It was like it was chosen for us, just like Lia was chosen for 
me. 


Lia’s walls grasp my cock and | explode inside her as she 
comes just as quickly. | feel her pussy milk me as her eyes 


shut. 


“Oh god. That was just what | needed,” she says as she 
quickly pulls her pants back up. 


“Do you ever not need that?” | ask. 


“Apparently not because you’re giving it to me ten times a 
day. And thank you for that by the way,” she says. 


“Only eight yesterday!” | yell as she opens the front door. 


“You're crazy,” she says and | can hear the smile in her 
words. 


“For you!” | say just before the door closes. 
“And you!” | say to Liliana. “Peek-a-boo, you!” 


She giggles and kicks her feet up and | give her little foot a 
high five which only makes her giggle more. 


Man, who would have thought this dad stuff would be so 
much fun? 


| get to be a cop three times a week and when I’m not I’m 
here at home enjoying life with my little daughter and my 
wife, or babysitting which allows my wife to pursue her 
dreams. 

Can life get any better? 


No freaking way. 


Because I’ve already got the best. 


The best wife. The best lover. The best mother to my child. 
And the best woman to ever step foot on this planet. 


“And the best daughter, right?” | say making crazy faces at 
Liliana. 


She giggles her approval and all | can think about is how 
much | hope | just got Lia pregnant so we can have a whole 
houseful of little babies like this forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Lia 
Nine more years later 


| take a sip of my drink as | watch Luka play with our kids 
underneath the waterfall pool. 


Just behind them is the beautiful backdrop of the Atlantic 
Ocean, which lies just down the cliff and a short walk across 
the pink-tinged sands and into the foamy surf at Crane 
Beach, Barbados. 


It’s no wonder why Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous once 
rated it as one of the ten best beaches in the world. 


And it’s a perfect ten in another way...the perfect place to 
spend our ten-year anniversary. 


Ten years and five children. Our three girls Liliana, Laura, 
and Lucy and our two boys Liam and Luke. 


| love our kids so much, and all kids for that matter which 
lead us here although somewhat indirectly. 


Through some connections | was able to get a part-time 
position working with kids as part of Rihanna’s The Clara 
Lionel Foundation. 


| absolutely love it. I’m able to draw upon my experience as 
a psychologist back home in Chicago and talk to them about 


the challenges they face. 


And in the spirit of equal disclosure I’m always willing to 
open up about my own feelings of being powerless, both 
physically and psychologically, when | was taken captive 
down here in the Caribbean. 


Conversations and time have brought some, but not all, of 
the memories back. | don’t want to even think what might 
have happened had Luka not found me and saved me. 


And ironically enough in order to save me he had to make 
me a captive of his own. 


And I’ve been his captive ever since, but not in that way. I’m 
captivated every time | look in his eyes...every time | watch 
him play with our children, as he’s doing now, and when he 
shows possessiveness over our family. 


It’s kind of my guilty pleasure that maybe | shouldn’t like as 
much as I do, but I just do. 


And last night when he put a famous celebrity in his place 
by telling him to step off | got to witness it again first hand. 


Luka always steps in immediately when he sees someone 
trying to speak to me in a way that’s a little to friendly. | 
always joke with him that he’s not going to let our girls date 
until they’re thirty. 


He says forty is better and he says it with a straight face 
which forces me to hide my laughter. 


But laugh as a family is exactly what we do...a lot. 


And when | say family, that includes my mom and dad. 


They were all packed and ready for Portugal ten years ago, 
but once | told them I was pregnant those packed bag 
wound up parked in the closet as they unpacked in their 
new home in Chicago. They don’t live far from us and are 
always volunteering to babysit. 


“Mom, can we go down to the beach?” Liam asks as he’s 
practically still running over to my lounging chair. 


“Be careful, honey. You don’t want to slip and fall.” 
“I won’t. Dad showed me how to walk flat footed.” 
“That looked more like running to me.” 


| run my hands through Liam’s hair wishing he would stay 
this age forever. 


“Did you ask your dad first?” 


“Not yet.” 


” 


“Best to ask him. He has all the floaties and boogie boards. 


“Okay,” Liam says as he takes a drink of juice with two 
hands on the cup and then takes off back over towards his 
father. 


| can see his father in him more and more every day and it 
just makes me so happy and proud. 


It’s crazy to think what might have happened if Luka hadn’t 
taken me “captive” from my original captors ten years ago 
down here in the Caribbean. 


None of this would have been possible. That’s for sure. It all 
starts with him. 


A minute later the kids are out of the pool and are walking 
my way, followed by Luka. 


“I’m going to take the kids down to the beach,” he says. 
“Want to join?” 


“Always,” | Say. 

“You know, | was thinking. We could get a little house down 
here and spend our entire summers here...not only that but 
Christmas break too. Just all of us in a beach shack in the 
Caribbean. Sand beneath and in-between our toes every 
day. No stress. Just these warm waters washing over us.” 
“Our own little Caribbean castle?” 


“It can’t be a castle unless I’ve got my queen there with 
me,” he says. 


| stand up and wrap him up in a hug, not caring that he’s 
still wet. It feels pretty refreshing actually. 


And when | feel something of his poking me in my stomach 
suddenly he’s not the only one who’s wet. 


“Let’s do it!” | say on a whim. 
“Too perfect,” he says. 
“You're too perfect,” | say as we kiss. 


“You know what else would be perfect?” he asks. 


“Something from the sea for dinner?” 

“Another kid,” he says. 

“Luka! We agreed that five was perfect.” 

“But six would be super and then eight would be enough.” 


“And let me guess...seven would be stupendous and nine 
would be nifty?” 


“Until we got to ten,” he says. 

“You're too much,” | say, hugging him again and feeling just 
how too much he really is...from his thick muscles to his 
thickness that is very much apparently ready to get started 
on making our next child. 

“Are we gonna need another room?” | ask. 


“For all the extra kids? Definitely.” 


“| mean for tonight,” | say rocking my hips slightly as | grind 
into his cock discreetly without anyone noticing. 


“Oh, because of that.” 


“It’s impossible to miss. Always has been and always will 
be,” | say. 


“Yeah, we need another room. You know why?” 
“Why is that?” 


“Because there’s no more room in my heart for how much | 
love you. It’s overflowing.” 


“Awww,” | say hugging him tight. 

“And | love you.” 

“We're ready to go to the beach, mom,” Liam yells. 
“I’m coming,” | say. 


“You're going to be saying that later tonight...and more than 
once,” Luka whispers into my ear. 


“In our private room?” 


“In the queen’s quarters...where, like my heart, you will 
always reign supreme,” he says. 


We kiss as a cool Caribbean breeze cloaks us, but does 
nothing to subside his desire for me. 


Or mine for his. 


Because this cop, and the life and family we’ve made 
together, is mine all mine...forever. 
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